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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 

This is the first story I've ever written so please keep that in mind if it absolutely sucks! Also, English is not 
my first language, so I'm sorry for any mistakes that | might make. If I'll screw something up REALLY badly, 
please let me know, maybe this will help me learn English. Enjoy! (hopefully?) 


| am James Alan Hetfield and | am not gay. No sir! | am the manliest man that ever maned on this planet. | 
drink beer, get into fights and fuck groupies after every single show. That makes you a man, right? Anyway, 
l'm most definitely not gay. I'm probably like, the opposite of gay. You know? 


That's why a certain insufferable, hyperactive jerk who constantly bounces around the stage and distracts my 
attention makes me so mad. With his stupid long legs and his stupid flowing, curly hair, and his stupid smirk 
when he nails a solo, and his stupid cute ass.. Wait, no! His ass isn't cute! A guy's ass can't be cute. That's just 
a fact. Not even if its in those super tight black jeans that fit so snugly around.. Dammit, get a grip of 
yourself! The only time when a man cares about another man's ass is when he's kicking it. That's the way | 
was raised and that's the right way. 


The jerk in question is called Jason Newsted. More commonly known as Newkid, Newfag, or just generally the 
shit stain on the underwear of the bass playing world. He joined my band (and yes, it's my band! Just don't tell 
Lars..) about four years ago when Cliff died. | doubt that anyone needs an introduction to Cliff Burton? He was 
a bass god, that's all you need to know. And our brother. That's why it was so hard to move on after his 
death. But we were forced to, we started auditioning new bass players a week after the funeral. Fucking 


unbelievable... 


That's how Ja.. | mean Newfag came into the picture. He came to the audition with that irritating crooked smile 
of his, knowing all of our songs and had so much fucking enthusiasm that | just wanted to punch him in the 
face. He did better than any of the other guys, so we, or rather Lars and Kirk, chose him. | didn't give a shit. 


None of them were Cliff, so none of them were good enough. 


We let him know rather quickly that he won't just casually become a part of our family. There were a lot of 
pranks, a lot of hazing, a lot of humiliation, even a few punches during drunk nights out. Once we got him piss 
drunk the night before a big show, dropped him off in another city with no idea where he was or how to get 
to our hotel and told him that if he won't show up on time, he's out of the band. You should've seen the poor 
fucker, he could barely stand and tried to run after the car. Ah, good times.. Anyway, to my annoyance, the 

other two stopped doing it after a while. "He has suffered enough", "He's one of us now", "Why can't you just 
leave him alone?" they say. 


What a bunch of bullshit! | don't want to leave him alone. He's an annoying piece of shit who deserves every 
single insult | throw at him. And its NOT because | get nervous every time he enters a room, NOT because | 
never find the right words when he's around and definitely NOT because | want to look tough in front of him. 
Nope. That would be gay. | just really don't like him. | don't like his positivity, the way his eyes light up when he 
smiles, the deep concentration in his face when he's playing his instrument, his silly bouncing around the stage 


that always forces me to hold in a smile and.. Look, | just really don’t like the guy, ok? 


What's worse is that Kirk and Lars not only tolerate him, l'm suspecting that they're actually starting to like 
him. You think Lars talks a lot in public? You should hear him behind closed doors. He goes on and on about 
tennis, Denmark, his record collection, tennis, ugly paintings he's bought recently, more about tennis.. And Jason 
fucking listens! As if he's fucking interested! Who is he trying to fool, I'm pretty sure that Lars himself 
sometimes zones out during those stories. And Kirk recently found out about their shared interest in blues 


music, so now they're constantly talking about some obscure blues artist no one's ever fucking heard of. 


Fucking dicks, forming emotional connections with my bas.. | mean not MY bass player.. Jason is not.. | mean, 
not Jason, Newfag! And he's not mine, | just meant.. Those motherfuckers! Wait, no, I'm not mad at Lars and 
Kirk, I'm mad at Newkid! Yeah, that fucking asshole! | hate that guy! And | definitely do not care if he spends 
time with the other guys. | honestly feel bad for them, spending time with that fag must be fucking torture. 


Anyway, you'll have to excuse me, I'll need to be at the studio at Tam tomorrow (guess who's the control 
freak midget who picked the time), so l'm gonna go and get wasted, find some chick for a quick blowjob and 


probably pass out on my bedroom floor. Like a man. 


Chapter 2 


| am Jason Curtis Newsted and I'm definitely out of the band. There's no doubt about it. You must be thinking 
"Well what the hell did you do?" Or not, you might not care. You probably don't care. Well I'll tell you anyway. 
Its not something | did, its something way more complicated than that. | kind of, maybe, maybe not, but 
probably have a crush on the lead singer of my band James motherfucking Hetfield. This big, tough, macho 


man who would probably beat me up if | even said the word "gay" around him. 


Now, you might be thinking to yourself "What's the problem? Just don't tell him." OF course | fucking won't, I'm 
not suicidal. As | said, it's complicated. The other guys know too. They noticed my longing gazes when James is 
not looking, my awkward giggling at his jokes, my shameful blushing when he calls me names. That leads me to 
believe that I'm not exactly being subtle about it and James will eventually notice, he's not an idiot. And then 
I'm out. Wait, no, then I'll get beat up so bad that my own mother wouldn't recognize me and THEN I'm out. 


Or maybe l'm not being obvious about it? Maybe those two just happen to have a gay radar of some sort 
that overheats whenever they bring it close to me and that's how they found out? | like this theory better. 
Its much less bloody. 


What makes it even more complicated is the fact that after a certain incident Kirk is now determined to make 
me confront James about it. We were at the studio, recording some new material, there was a particularly 
tricky part in one of the songs that | just couldn't get right, so James yelled at me for like an hour and finally 
said that I'm basically an imbecile who could be replaced by every moron off the street, because | can't do the 


only thing l'm hired to do. 


It might sound silly, but it really hurt me. He basically told me that I'm as valuable as any other stagehand 
who's just hired to do his job. After that | went to our break room and started crying. Kirk found me there 
and tried to console me. That's when he told me that he and Lars know about my crush on James and that | 


should do something about it. 


He even tried to convince me that James regretted his words after | left and seemed concerned. Yeah right, 
the Mighty Hetfield feeling bad about hurting someone's feelings! As far as | know hell isn't frozen yet. It's nice 
to know that Kirk cares about me enough to lie about something like that though. I've noticed that whenever 
James says something particularly nasty to me, Lars and Kirk try to change the subject or just turn 
everything into a joke. Is a small thing, but | really appreciate it. | finally don't feel alone in this situation 


After hearing all of that you must think that I'm crazy for having feelings towards James. | sometimes think 
that too, l'm probably fucking mental. But there are those rare occasions when he's not like that. Sometimes | 
catch him smiling at me on stage and that just lights up my fucking world. Screw the fact that this sounds 
sappy as hell, that's how | feel. 


When he gets drunk he's much nicer to me too. Then he just talks to me about whatever, most of the time 
not really making sense, but | don't care because it's almost like he forgets that he's supposed to hate me. It 


sometimes happens when he's sober too, but really, REALLY rarely. Usually he stops himself in the middle of 
those casual conversations and finds a way to turn them into another cruel joke. Still, those rare moments are 
what | use to justify these damn butterflies in my stomach whenever | see him. Jesus, | sound like a chick 


who's being beaten by her boyfriend "I swear, he's not always like that, he loves mel" Yeah, right.. 


Anyway, back to Kirk and Lars' plan to make me and James talk about this situation (it was initially only Kirk's 
plan, but wherever there's drama and gossip, there's Lars). Not only do they want me to spill my guts to 
James, they somehow got this idea that James likes me too. | had a few bruises on my body that would beg 
to differ. And it's not like they have the most ingenious plan to bring us together either. 


They just keep finding excuses to leave me and James alone in one room. They constantly show up at the 
studio way earlier to record their parts, so that they could go home faster and leave me with James. When 
the four of us go out somewhere, they keep disappearing with no explanation for a few hours. What are they 
expecting? That as soon as we're alone, James will slam me against the nearest wall, kiss me and ask me to 
marry him? That's not exactly what happens. There are basically two options- long and awkward silences or 
James finding something to yell at me for. I'm almost certain that it just makes him hate me a tiny bit more.. 


Tomorrow we have another recording session It starts really early in the morning, but surely Kirk and Lars 
will be there even earlier to grant me a few more hours of walking on eggshells, so that awkward silence 
wouldn't turn into another fit of rage. Fucking great.. Wish me luck! 


Chapter 3 


Author's Notes: 
James' PON. 


Next morning | surprisingly got up on time, even though | got only like three or four hours of sleep. And not 
like ‘If | brush my teeth, eat my breakfast and look for my missing sock at the same time, | might only be 10 
minutes late’ on time, but actually on time. Look at me, being a responsible adult! That's not something you'll 


see every day. Just don't get used to it. 


| got to my car and was about to turn on the engine when my phone rang. There's only one person who would 


have the nerve to call me this early in the morning.. 
"Hey Lars." 


"Woah, you're actually awake? | was about to leave like ten missed calls on your phone and go back to sleep for 


a few more hours before you called me back. Impressive." 

"Yeah, thanks asshole. So what's so important that you couldn't wait for me to get to the studio?" Let me take 
a wild fucking guess, he wants something to eat. He always wants something to eat, it's a miracle that he still 
fits through the fucking door. 

"That's exactly why I'm calling. Me and Kirk aren't coming to the studio today." 

"What the fuck do you mean you're not coming? Why?" 


"We both got sick" And the award for the dumbest excuse in the history of mankind goes to.. 


"You both got sick at the same time? How fucking coincidental! Look, if you can't drag your lazy ass out of the 
bed." 


"No, really! Kirk dragged me to this place last night where they serve all these weird foods like fried scorpions 
and shit. He's a fucking weirdo, you know that. So we ordered some freaky looking fish that, | swear to god, had 
claws and | told Kirk not to order it because I've heard that it has to be prepared in a certain way or it will kill 


you, we have a similar thing in Denmark, but." 


"Alright, | believe you, just shut up! It's too early for this shit.. So you're telling me that | got up at this 
ungodly hour for nothing?" 


"No, you should still go to the studio. We need new material to start our next album, every day is important. 


Jason will be there, maybe you two will come up with something." Oh, he's not about to lecture me about the 


importance of work with his flimsy-ass excuse! 
"Every day is important? That's rich coming from a guy who's staying at home because of a fucking fish!" 


"| mean, sure, we can come, if you want to see half stomached demon fish all over the studio floor. And walls. 


And YOUR GUITARS." Ok, he had a solid point.. 

"Whatever, | have to go. | wouldn't want to miss any of the PRECIOUS time at the studio.” 

"Won't you wish me and Kirk to get well?" 

"Fuck off" 

| got to the studio on time and to my surprise Jason was still not there. That really annoyed me for some 
reason, even though l'm constantly late myself. If he's not going to show up either and I'll have to sit here and 
write stuff alone, those assholes will owe me big time! I'm not sure what will they owe me, but | sure as hell 
will have enough time to come up with something] 

| sat down and started preparing my guitar while quietly going through my rich vocabulary of swear words 
that could describe those irresponsible pieces of shit. (James Hetfield is lecturing people about responsibility, 
what a time to be alivel) 

That's when it hit me that I'll have to spend almost an entire day here with Jason. Alone. It's not like | was 
nervous about being alone with him or anything, but... Is it too late to get out? Maybe if | just.. Nope, it's too 
late, | heard the door at the end of the corridor being opened. Well shit. 


Sure enough, a few seconds later Jason came in through the studio door, his hair still damp from the shower 


that he actually bothered to take even though he was late as fuck. Weirdo. 

‘Sorry I'm late guys.. Oh. Hi James. Are Kirk and Lars gonna be late too?" 

"No, they're not coming today.” | answered without even looking up at him. Is it normal that | want to hear him 
say my name again with that husky morning voice of his? Sleep deprivation makes you wonder about some 
weird shit.. 

"What?" He asked with no actual surprise in his voice, more like tired annoyance. 

"Did | fucking stutter? They're not coming.’ 


"Why?" 


“They ate some fish with claws and couldn't come, because they would throw up all over my guitars." Fuck, it 


sounded better when Lars said it.. 
"Right." Well at least he actually sounded confused now. 


He took out his bass and started playing random melodies on it, writing something down once in a while. Well | 


sure as hell wasn't about to try and keep a conversation going. Especially not with Newkid. 


And thus hours of torturous and awkward silence began. It's not like this process is usually super exciting, but 
this shit was fucking unbearable. 


"Hey shithead, wanna play some of the old stuff? Its not like you're coming up with anything brilliant over 
there." 


"Yeah, sure. What do you wanna play?" He was completely unfazed by the insult. Dammit Het, you have to step 


up your game.. 
"Seek and Destroy?" 
"Okay." 


So we started playing. | immediately noticed something different about the bass line. Not necessarily bad, but 
still different and | didn't like it. | stopped playing. 


"What do you think you're doing?" He immediately became apologetic. 


"Uh... | just changed it a little bit, | think that it sounds nice. Its not like it matters anyway, we're only 


Jamming." 


"Don't think that you have a right to change our music, cause you fucking don't” There was that hurt look in 
his eyes again that immediately made my temper falter and almost made me feel guilty about my words. 


Almost. 


"Well. | mean, it's not like you play it right 100% of the time either." Jason blushed and looked away after 


those words. His facial expression screamed ‘| should not have said that: 
"What the fuck is that supposed to mean?!" | stood up as | said it. Was | overreacting? Maybe. A lot of the 


time I'm not even that angry when | yell at Jason, | do it for the fuck of it, but this time he actually struck a 
chord. 


‘Nothing, | just." | closed the distance between us in a few long strides, grabbed him by his arm and dragged 


him up, so he was now standing in front of me. 


"Are you telling me that | can't play my own fucking song? Because the last time | checked, | was the one who 


wrote it. Back when your ass wouldn't even be considered for this band, cause we had a real bass player, not a 
shitty replacement who is paid to record his parts and then get the fuck out, because no one wants to spend 
time with the fucking loser!" That made his stuttering attempts to explain himself stop. 


He was staring at me, his eyes were wide and looked really hurt. Suddenly they started filling up with tears. Oh 
shit. Shit, shit, shit, shit, shit, shit.. All of my anger vanished in a millisecond. That was not a response that | 
could deal with. If he started yelling or tried to punch me, | would know how to handle the situation just fine. 
Now he just seemed broken by my words. And that.. Shit, that's not what | wanted to do. He said something 
that made me pissed off, so | wanted to do the same. | guess | was just kind of used to him taking whatever | 


had to say and then quietly leaving. 


Well he couldn't leave now, | was standing between him and the door. He looked away from me, clumsily trying 
to wipe off a tear that rolled down his flushed cheek. His lips were slightly parted. Remember how | said that a 
man can't be cute? Well | stand by it, but this was the closest I've seen a man coming to being.. Well.. 
Adorable. Disgusting word.. 


| have no fucking idea what took over me next. Some sort of an instinct just pushed me to make him stop 
crying, to fix everything. | took a small step closer to him and he flinched. He was afraid of me.. Why did this 
thought hurt? 


Then.. Then | grabbed his chin and fucking kissed him. It was harsh and bruising at first, as if | could force him 
to stop being hurt, but it quickly got slower. My right hand still held his chin while my left hand tangled itself 
in his hair, stroking it gently. | could feel every single muscle in his body slowly relaxing, but he still didn't dare 
to move. | gently licked his lips asking for entrance which he granted. Jason hesitantly started responding and 
quietly moaned into my lips. 


That's when it really hit me. What the hell was | doing? | was kissing another man. | was kissing Jason. What 


the fuck?! | quickly pushed him away from me, probably with more force than was necessary and wiped my 


lips with the back of my hand as if they were dirty. 
Jason just stood there dumbfounded for a second, then took a small step towards me. 
"Wait... James, |.." | backed away. 


"Stay away from me you fucking faggot!" With that | quickly walked out of the studio and slammed the door 
behind me. 


| wasn't even sure where | was going, my legs led me to my car on their own | was so fucking mad.. And | 
wasn't even sure what | was mad about, the fact that this thing even happened in the first place, or.. Well 
shit, if there's one person | can admit this to, it's myself. 


Or the fact that | actually liked it. | liked the softness of his lips, the warmth of his body against mine, his 


smell, his slim frame that made him feel so fragile, the fact that he gave into me so easily and it all felt so 


right.. 


What the fuck is wrong with me?! | did not just enjoy kissing another man! That shit is wrong and l'm not a 
fucking faggot. | am NOT a faggot. (Now just repeat this mantra until it comes true..) Not. A. Faggot. 


It was probably Jason's fault anyway. The motherfucker did something that made me want him. Wait... | 
absolutely did not want him! That's gross, he's a dude. | hate him! Jesus fucking christ, | couldn't get to vodka 


soon enough.. 


With those thoughts | drove off. I'll get home, get drunk, pass out and maybe this will all turn out to be a 
fucking nightmare. 


Chapter 4 


WHAT. THE. FUCK. JUST. HAPPENED. James just kissed me. James Hetfield just kissed me. My brain refused to 
understand that. After he left, | stood there for like fifteen minutes, just blankly staring at the door. | thought 
about the possibility of this being another cruel joke, but there's no way that James would sacrifice his dignity 
for something like that. 


It was like every single one of my daydreams just came true. | was alone with James, we were arguing and in 
the heat of the moment he kissed me. But my daydreams had a different ending. What actually happened tore 
whatever hope | could've had into shreds. What hope was there anyway? That James will want me to be his 


boyfriend or something? | should be glad that he didn't beat the shit out of me. 


His words hurt more than any beating ever could though.. He once again reminded me that l'm not as good as 
Cliff, 'm not a part of the band and | never will be, I'm replaceable and worthless. And the way he pushed my 
away.. Almost like he got burned. There was so much disgust in his eyes. Like | was complete trash and he 
somehow got dirty by touching me. If James didn't completely hate me before, then he certainly did now. 


But why did he kiss me then? Why did he look regretful after he said those things to me? Why was he so 
gentle? Well, before he pushed me away and called me a faggot.. But still. This shit just didn't make any sense. 


| slumped down on the nearest chair, covered my face with my hands and just sat there for god knows how 
long. What am | supposed to do now? Will James just pretend that this never happened? Doubtful, he'll kick me 
out of the band He thinks I'm useless anyway, so it won't be a huge loss to him. 

| don't spend money on stuff | don't need, so | saved up a decent amount during those four years I've been 
here. I'll be able to take a small break before | start searching for a new band. The fact that | played with 
Metallica should give me some extra credibility too, so I'll find someone to play with. Yup, sounds like a plan. A 
very depressing plan. 

| decided to call Kirk and Lars and let them know that their brilliant plan didn't work before shit actually hit the 
fan. | went over to the phone and dialed Kirk's number. He picked up really quickly, the lazy bastard was 
probably still in bed. 

"Hello?" Judging by his voice he was most definitely still in bed. 

"Hey Kirk, please come over to the studio. Pick up Lars on your way too." 

"Oh, well | can't because..." 


"Come on, | know that you're not sick. | have to tell you guys something.’ 


"Wait, what happened?" He sounded concerned now. 


"Just. Please come over here" There was a short pause. 
"Did James do something?" 

"Kind of.. Its not really what he did, it's what he's going to do." 

"Shit. Im on my way.” 

"Okay, thanks” 

They got to the studio pretty quickly and obviously looked like they just rolled out of bed It would've been 
funny if this whole situation wasn't so damn sad. They got there a bit too quickly actually, it should've taken 
Kirk longer to get ready and then drive to pick up Lars, but whatever. 

As soon as they stepped through the door, Kirk immediately went over to me 

"Did he hurt you? | swear to god, if he hurt you." 

"No, im fine. Really. Something else happened.. He went on his usual rant about how fucking worthless | am." 
"Oh, come on, you know that's all bullshit!" Lars interrupted 


"Yeah.. Well it kind of got out of hand and.. James kissed me." 


The studio suddenly got dead silent. Lars and Kirk looked at me with shocked expressions for what seemed like 
forever, then huge smiles spread across both of their faces. Lars was the first to speak. 


“That's great! Congrats manl" Kirk pulled me into a hug. 


"I knew that you guys would eventually hit it off! That poor dork is head over heels for you, he was just 
afraid to show it. l'm so happy for you guys!" He pulled away and noticed that | didn't share his enthusiasm. 
"Aren't you happy? ls something wrong?" 


"Well. After that he.. He pushed me away. It was like he realized that what he just did was disgusting.. Then he 
called me a faggot and stormed out" The mixture of shock and anger on their faces perfectly described my 
own emotions. "Knowing James l'm pretty sure that I'm out of the band. | just wanted to let you guys know 


what happened before he actually kicked me out." 
"That fucking dick!" Kirk exclaimed. 


"We won't let him kick you out, he doesn't make decisions on his own in this band, don't worry about that. It 
was our fucking stupid idea to get you guys together and you won't have to suffer because of it" Lars 


reassured. | wasn't sure if that made me feel better or worse. 
"Yeah, sorry about that Jason.. But how did he kiss you in the first place?" 
"Come on Kirk, he probably doesn't want to talk about it right now.’ 


"No, it's fine. As | said, we got into an argument over a song, he started yelling at me as usual, told me that 
l'm not as good as Cliff and useless. You know, all the stuff that I've heard a million times. It really got to me 


for some reason and | started tearing up. Right in front of him like a fucking wimp." 


"Hey, just because James is acting like an emotionless asshole, doesn't mean that you have to act like one too." 
Kirk told me while leading me to the couch at the back of the studio. He sat down by my side and looked at 


me. | took it as a sign to continue. 


"When he saw that | was crying, he stopped yelling. He looked at me for a few seconds, then kind of.. Stepped 
closer and.. Well, kissed me. And it wasn't like an angry, dominant kiss or anything.. But you know what happened 


later." 


| shifted uncomfortably. It was weird to talk so openly with them. Kind of nice, but weird. Lars and Kirk shared 


a puzzled look. 

"So he was.. Trying to comfort you?" Kirk asked with uncertainty. 

"| guess.. If you want to call it that. | honestly have no idea what happened. But he obviously hates me.." 
"Don't say that.." 


"Come on Lars, how can you say that he doesn't after what just happened? | don't know what was he thinking 
when he kissed me or why he did it, but he definitely left the studio hating me today." Kirk got up and started 


walking towards the door. 


"Don't jump to any conclusions. James was never able to deal with his emotions, but I'm pretty sure that | 
know what the fuck is going on with him. I'll go to his place and have a talk with that idiot. Lars will drive you 


back home." 
"Please don't, it's just gonna make things worse.. And | can drive on my own" 


"If you honestly think that he hates you, how can things get worse? And look at yourself, you're shaking, your 


eyes are puffy from crying. There's no way we'll let you drive." | guess he had a point.. 


After Kirk left, Lars and | stayed at the studio for a little longer. He tried his best to make me feel better, 
assuring me that James probably feels bad about what he said to me. Where are they getting this idea that 
James gives a shit about my feelings? | wish.. 


Lars drove me home, told me to get some rest and not to worry. If only it was that easy. | went straight to 


my bedroom. | had a lot of time ahead of me and a ceiling that's perfect for some mind-numbing staring. 


Chapter 5 


Author's Notes: 
Kirk's PON. 


| made it to James' house and already knew what | was going to find there. Whenever the "big, tough man" was 
forced to feel any of those pesky things called emotions, he drank until every single one of them was dead. 


Then he drank some more, so he could piss on their graves later. 


| don't know why | even bothered to ring the doorbell, | KNEW that he's passed out and won't open the door. 
What can | say, I'm really polite. Thanks to the countless times | had to drag his drunken ass home, | knew that 
he keeps his spare key under the doormat (really original, James). 


| came into the house and was greeted by absolute silence. Yep, definitely passed out. When James was pissed 
off, he either yelled until everyone around him felt as shitty as he did or drank himself to sleep and there was 
definitely no yelling. | found Jason's Prince Charming face down on the kitchen table with countless cans of beer 


on the floor around him and a half empty bottle of vodka next to him. 


Honestly, | don't get paid enough for this shit.. | started picking up the empty cans, cleaned up the kitchen and 
moved to the living room, because a few things obviously got to experience James’ anger first hand there too. 
Some of them even took a nice flight across the room. And now the fun part- | had to get this mess of a 


human being that we call our lead singer on the couch. James is a big guy, so it wasn't exactly an easy task. 


‘Love must truly be blind. And deaf.. And have no sense of smell." | mumbled to myself when | finally dropped 
James on the couch. This mixture of knotted hair, snoring and a strong odor of booze was something only a 


mother and apparently a crazy bass player could love. 


And that's exactly my task here today. To make James realize that Jason has feelings for him and that he has 
feelings for Jason. They're both being so obvious about it with those secret glances and awkward 
conversations, that it's honestly getting annoying. The only difference is that one of them is scared of his 
feelings and the other one is angry about them. Just fuck already! 


Also, I'll have to let James know that what he did to Jason back at the studio was extremely shitty. l'm sure 


that he knows, but | won't let him get away without hearing a proper rant about what a fucking asshole he is. 


But that's after he wakes up, which will take quite a while, its only around noon right now and he drank enough 
alcohol to kill a horse. James has a collection of classic horror movies that | gave him for his birthday around 
here and | definitely deserved some snacks from his fridge for being such a good friend. Yeah, | wouldn't mind 


a little bit of waiting. 


And James did take his time. It was almost night-time when the snoring stopped and | heard faint groans 
coming from the couch. Then | saw long legs and arms lazily stretching out in every direction. Did he really 
have to wake up during the best part of Dracula (1958)? 

"Good morning, sleeping beauty!" | said as loudly as | could, because the bastard deserved a headache. 
"Stop... Fucking yelling... He groaned. A cloud of messy blonde hair rose from the couch. "What time is it?" 


“Around llpm." 


"Shit, | slept through the entire day.." He eventually gave up on his heroic efforts to get up and slumped down 
on the couch. "My head is killing me." 


"Good" 

"Gee, thanks.. What are you doing here anyway?" 

"Take a guess, asshole." He lifted his head up again and this time did find enough strength to sit up. 
"Newfag told you what happened." 


"Stop with this shit already, you know his fucking name!" James scrunched up his face and put his hands on his 


head. 
"Please don't yell.” 
"I will fucking yell, because you were a complete asshole today! Do you have any fucking idea how much you 


hurt and scared him? He called me and Lars to let us now that he's out of the band!" James lowered his head 


and apparently found something fascinating in one of his bracelets. 

"| never told him that he's out of the band." 

"Well what else was he supposed to think? He actually believes all that bullshit you keep telling him you know! 
That he's worthless and replaceable! You're acting like a five year old boy on a playground who has a crush on 
a girl, so he pulls her hair and calls her names. Grow the fuck up man!" He looked at me directly now. 


"| don't have a fucking crush on him" 


"Then why are you so fucking defensive about it? And what was with that kiss? What, couldn't handle seeing 


him cry? Sure sounds like a crush to me." James stood up and started walking out of the room. 


"| don't have to listen to this shit." 


"He has feelings for you too, you know." That made him stop. 
‘lm not gay." 


"For fuck's sake Het, having feelings for another man doesn't make you any less manly. Shit, it doesn't even 
make you gay, maybe you're bi? | don't fucking know, but its obvious that you feel something for Jason, stop 
denying it. Get your ass back here, sit down and talk to me. Please?" 


To my surprise James actually listened. He turned around, sat down on the very edge of the couch, as if he 
was ready to take off at any second and lowered his head once again, refusing to give me any sort of eye 


contact. That didn't matter to me, | just needed him to listen 


"Jason has feelings for you. He told me when | walked into him crying in our break room after one of your 
meltdowns against him. That's why what you did today hurt him so badly. He thinks that you hate him now. Do 
you?" James still didn't look at me, but | saw him visibly flinch when | told him how | found out about Jason's 
feelings. 


"No." 


"Then what the hell happened there today? Why did you push him away?" There was silence for a bit and then 
he snapped. 


"Because | didn't know what the fuck happened! | didn't know why | did it! | was confused because | liked it! 
Happy?!" He was looking daggers at me now. That was something new, James was rarely genuinely angry at me. 


But that didn't matter, | was making progress. 


"You liked it? So you admit that you like Jason?" | had to be careful now, because he could storm off at any 


second. 


"| don't fucking know! | just saw him looking at me all sad and shit, his eyes were filling up with tears and.. And 
| wanted to make it stop. Seeing him so hurt made me uncomfortable, | never saw him cry before and knowing 
that | caused it somehow made it worse.. What the fuck do you want from me?! To profess my love to him?!" 


He was on his feet now. 

"What | want doesn't matter. It's about what you and Jason want. And | know that Jason wants to be with you. 
Or at least he did until this morning. And didn't you like being close to him, even for a little while? Don't lie to 
me and yourself, you like him Het. How about you get off your high horse and we'll somehow fix all this 
bullshit, so you guys could have a chance." 


"What if | told you that | don't want a fucking chance?" 


I'd say bullshit.” 


There was a long pause. Please don't storm off.. Please don't storm off.. Please don't storm off.. 

"How?" His question threw me off. 

"What how?" 

"You said that we'll somehow fix this whole thing. How?" Uh.. | don't fucking know, | didn't expect this 
conversation to go that far in the first place to be honest. | thought that | will have my angry rant, he will 
ignore me and that will be it. 


"Um.. How about we talk about this tomorrow? You're hungover as fuck man" James smirked. 


"Yeah. I'll go get a shower and.." He looked through the window into complete darkness. "Go to sleep? 


Apparently.. You're crashing on the couch?" 

"Yup 

Fine. Just turn that shit you're watching down." He said while leaving the room. 

"Hey, it's a classic!" 

"Whatever." 

| finished watching Dracula that night and went to sleep. | couldn't help, but smile like a dork while lying on that 


same couch where | just made James freaking Hetfield admit that he has feelings for another man. Call me 


fucking Cupid. 


Chapter 6 


Author's Notes: 
James' PON. 


Next morning | woke up in my bed. That was odd, | could remember drinking the day before and when | drink, | 
usually wake up anywhere else except the bed What the hell happened yesterday.. OH. Right. Memories of the 
previous day started flooding my head. Maybe if | just went back to sleep.. For another month or so. 


| remembered Kirk's promise to talk to me next morning about how to fix this entire mess. He slept here, so 
he was probably already up downstairs. Waiting for me to come down, so he could give me a fucking lecture. 


"Fuck" is the only word that came to my head while thinking about this entire situation Fuck this bullshit. 


Did | even want to fix anything? Kirk had this idea in his head that l'm madly in love with Newkid.. Or should | 
say JASON now? Anyway, l'm not. I'm really not. He makes me feel nervous sometimes and yes, seeing him cry 
did make me feel uneasy. And YES, | enjoyed kissing him. But that's it. Maybe | was just getting soft? Not the 
most pleasant idea in the world, but it's better than being a fucking faggot... Kirk did say something about me 
possibly being bi, not gay, but what's the fucking difference, it doesn't make this whole thing any less weird.. 


One thing that he said stuck with me though... "He has feelings for you too, you know." To be honest | didn't 
know how to react to that. | didn't even feel grossed out, it was somewhat.. Not really pleasant, but.. | don't 
fucking know! All this shit was giving me a headache. Well.. Ok, it was this shit and vodka. But still.. Since when 
did he have feelings for me? And how come | didn't notice if | was literally the only person in the band who 
didn't know? Somehow knowing about his feelings made me feel like even more of an asshole when | thought 


about what happened in the studio. 

You know, yesterday | woke up being a perfectly happy straight man. Life was fucking good. Now | was 
contemplating feelings that | might or might not have for the bass player of my band. How the fuck did | get 
here? 

Let's just get this shit over with. | got up, took a shower, made myself somewhat presentable and went 
downstairs. Kirk was already up, watching one of those freaky movies that | have promised to watch someday. 
And eating my cereal. Fucking asshole. 

"Wow, you're already up! | was getting ready for another movie marathon here." 


"Why are people always so fucking surprised?" | started making myself a sandwich. 


"Cause you always insist on missing out on the best part of the day." Kirk said matter-of-factly. 


"Being a morning person should be fucking illegal. It's inhumane and unnatural." Kirk laughed from the living 


room. 


| went to sit beside him on the couch. Eating my sandwich and pretending that I'm interested in the movie 


worked for a little while, then | had to address the obvious question 


"So.. What did you want to tell me? About fixing things between.. Me and Jason." | shifted uncomfortably, 


saying ‘Me and Jason’ felt weird. There was no ‘Me and Jason. 
‘Oh, so it's Jason now? | thought it was Newfag." 
"Look, if you're just going to sit here and talk about what a shitty person | am." 


"Relax, | won't. It's actually nice to hear you finally using his name." | swear to god, someday I'll punch that 
smirk off his face.. 


"Yeah, sure.. So what did you want to tell me?" 

"Well | thought about it and." 

Two. Fucking. Hours. That's how long he talked. And | know that because a few times | actually caught myself 
staring at the clock You'd think that he said something profound to me? Something that changed my life? Nah, 
it was a two hour rant that could be summarized to ‘You should talk to him’. Gee, thanks Kirk! Here | was 
thinking that | can solve this issue by talking to myself! Two hours of my life that I'll never get back.. 

"So that's your brilliant plan?" 

"Yeah, pretty much. He's really upset and basically given up on your relationship... 


“There is no relationship." | interrupted. 


"Yet." He was asking for it.. "You just need to let him know that you felt something too and most importantly 
that you don't hate him." He said it as if it was the easiest thing in the world. 


"Right... It's easier said than done." 

| know, but its gonna be worth it. | mean, you said that you liked kissing him.." 

‘It's not really." 

"JAMES. You said that you liked kissing him." | gave him an annoyed look. "It felt good to you. Wouldn't you like 


to feel like that all the time?" | didn't answer, but | suppose he wasn't really expecting me to. "I'll get going now. 
| need to meet up with Lars, he already called me this morning, wanting to know what the hell happened and 


why | didn't sleep at home. He actually sounded surprised that I'm still alive to pick up the phone." | chuckled at 
that. 


"Wait.. How did he know that you didn't sleep at home?" 


Oh... Well.. l. We were supposed to go out last night and.. | didn't show up, so.. He probably went over to my 
place and.. And didn't find me there. So.. Yeah." 


What the hell was his problem? He sounded like he was making this shit up as he went along. But | just 
brushed it off, when was Kirk not acting weird. 


"By the way, when are you planning to talk to him?" 


"Uh... | didn't think about it at all. Maybe at the studio? Lars won't let us slack off forever, so we should meet 
there fairly quickly.” 


"No way, you can't have a conversation like that with other people around. And it's not only us, our new 


producer, Bob, will be there too. You should go over to his place." 
"Are you fucking kidding? No!" 
"Come on James, home is a safe environment where he will feel comfortable talking to you." 


An image of Jason flinching when | stepped closer to him popped up in my head. He definitely didn't feel safe 
around me.. Kirk checked if he didn't leave anything behind and started walking towards the door. 


"So will you do it?" 

"| suppose.. | need to sort this mess out as soon as possible. Maybe even today." 

"That's great!" He was about to leave, but then stopped. "Oh, and DO NOT drink before you go there!" 
"Sure." 


"James! | know you, getting wasted is your first solution to every problem. You're probably already planning 


what to drink first. Don't" 
‘Ok mom." He rolled his eyes and went through the door. 
"Call me after you get back, I'll want to know how it went 


“Alright, see you." 


So | got drunk. Not really THAT drunk, especially by my standards, but still pretty drunk. | managed to reach 
that perfect balance where | wasn't completely wasted yet, but still drunk enough to suddenly want to spill 


everything thats on my heart to someone. 


It was slowly staring to get dark outside, when | decided to take action. | called a cab and told the driver 
Jason's address. (See? Still responsible, even when drunk! Don't drink and drive kids.) The cab finally pulled over 
and | stepped out. Here goes nothing. 


Chapter 1 


Author's Notes: 
Jason's POV. 


| was sitting in my living room and watching tv. All | needed was a fucking bucket of ice cream, but thank god 
that | didn't have it. It would be the most pathetic sight ever. Yesterday went as planned, | basically spent the 
entire day being as active as a house plant. | repeated the events at the studio in my head countless times 


and it still didn't make any more sense to me. 


Today | woke up and decided that this is ridiculous. Me acting like a depressed teenagers who's going through 
his first break up won't change anything. Did | still feel miserable? Yeah, but | might as well be miserable 


downstairs with a tv in front of me, so | would at least look sane. 


It was already dark outside and | was watching some sort of a game show (watching is used loosely, more like 
staring at the screen), when suddenly | heard loud banging on the door. There was a brief pause, then banging 


again. 
"JAAASON." Oh no.. | recognised that voice. "Jaaaason, please talk to me!" 


| quietly went to the window and looked through it. Sure enough, there was James standing there, apparently 
completely drunk. That's just amazing. He probably drank for the last two days and now came here to beat me 


up. Could this whole thing get any shittier? 


"Jason, please open the door?" Please? Well that's not something you'll hear every day. "I just wanna talk to 


you... 


His speech was slurred and he sounded somewhat.. sad? Alcohol either made James aggressive or calmed him 


down, sadness wasn't really an option 
Maybe | should ask him what he wants.. Judging by how sloppily he was banging on the door, he couldn't really 
throw a proper punch at me anyway, so its not like | was in danger. Fuck it, things couldn't get any worse 


anyway. 


| opened the door just as he was about to slam it with his fist again. His hand froze mid air and he looked at 
me with slightly unfocused eyes. 


"Uh... Hi there." 


‘Hi 


"Can | come in?" 


He must've realized that he's still holding his fist in the air, because he quickly lowered his hand. James wasn't 
the most coordinated person in the world when alcohol was involved. 


"What do you want James?" 
‘| wanted to say that I'm sorry and.. Well, talk to you." 


"Apology accepted. | don't really want to talk about anything else" That was a lie, but he was drunk anyway, 


talking with him wouldn't lead me anywhere. 


"I have.. | have to tell you something. Kirk talked to me and told me about everything and.. And can we please 
talk?" Wait.. What? Kirk told him everything? As in.. EVERYTHING? 


"What did Kirk tell you?" 
"Well that's kind of a part of this.. Whole fucking thing that | wanna talk you about. Please?" 


There was that word again. James usually didn’t ask people for things. He demanded. | had to remind myself 
that this was alcohol talking, not him. 


It suddenly hit me that he was in fact very drunk and at my doorstep. It's a miracle that he was even awake, 


when James was the calm kind of drunk he got really sleepy. 
"Wait, how did you get here? | hope you didn't drive?" | glanced outside and thankfully there was no car there. 
"No, | took a cab. | couldn't drive, because.. | might've had a few beers before | got here." Oh, you don't say.. 


"A few beers, huh? James, there's no use for me to talk with you while you're drunk.. I'll call you another cab, 


so you can get home. You can wait for it inside." 


James went to the living room and | went to the kitchen where | left my phone. It's not like the call was very 
long, but when | came back, James was already fast asleep on the couch. Told you that he gets sleepy when 

he's drunk.. | could've woke him up and kicked him out of my house. That's what | should've done. But he looked 
so calm and peaceful.. Jesus fucking Christ, I'm pathetic. The guy treats me like garbage and I'm standing here 


and drooling over how he looks when he's sleeping.. 


| sighed, turned off the tv and lights and went upstairs. An hour ago | was just miserable. Now I'm miserable 
and have the reason of that misery passed out on my couch. Just when things can't possibly get any shitter, 


| keep finding ways to screw everything up even more. | don't know how | do it, honestly. It's a talent. 


The morning came way too fast. | woke up with a sinking feeling in my stomach, because | knew what was 
waiting for me. James was downstairs, hungover and really insistent on talking to me about whatever Kirk told 


him. Great. 


| got dressed and went downstairs. Judging by the absolute silence, James was still asleep. Thank god, | had a 


bit more time before the storm began. 


| went to the kitchen and fried myself some eggs. | was almost finished eating when the cause of all my 


problems walked in. 

"Hi." 

"Hi." So we're back to square one. 

"Do you want something to eat?" 

"No, l'm not hungry." Liar, he usually ate enough to feed a family of three. "Did | pass out here yesterday?" 
"Yeah." 

"Shit. Sorry. Why didn't you wake me up?" 

"| don't know.." 

lm not about to tell him that he looked too cute.. Silence. Could this get any more awkward? 
"Uh... Look, | really do need to talk to you about something." | knew that this was coming. 
"Let me just finish here." 

"Yeah, ok. I'll just.." He awkwardly motioned towards the living room and left. 


When | came in James was sitting in one of the armchairs. | sat down on the couch putting some much needed 


distance between us. 
"So.. first of all, | just wanna say that l'm sorry about what happened at the studio.” 
"You mean for kissing me.." He didn't even want to say it.. Fuck, that hurt. 


"No! No, l.. tm sorry for snapping at you and acting like a dick even though l'm the one who started it. And.. 
Well, for all those other things | told you." 


Wait.. He didn't feel sorry about the kiss? Before | had a chance to interrupt and ask him, he kept going. 


"| don't know why the fuck | did it, | guess | just got scared and angry.. Because." He ran his hand through his 
face. "Shit, | really should've rehearsed this.. Because | liked it. And it's weird for a man to be with another 
man, so | just.. | don't know what the hell happened is what I'm trying to say. Kirk told me that you.. Like me? 
Or liked me | suppose.. Before all those things happened. And.. Shit, | feel something too. | don't know what it is, 
but | just get nervous around you and.. Sometimes | can't take my eyes off of you on stage. When | saw you 
cry it just.. | just wanted to make you stop, but.. Like, in a good way? That freaks me out, cause | don't even 
fucking know how to describe it. That day | just got scared, because.. Because a guy is not supposed to want 
another guy and | just.. | don't know. Shit, I'm just rambling at this point. Sorry." 


| just sat there stunned. That was way too much information in such a short amount of time. He enjoyed 
kissing me? He felt something for me? He was scared? | was kind of scared too.. But | couldn't imagine James 


having feelings for me. He couldn't take his eyes off of me on stage.. Shit.. 


| guess it took me a bit too long to comprehend what he just said, because a disappointed look settled on 


James' face. 


"I totally understand if you want nothing to do with me. | mean, l'm not even sure if | want a relationship or 


something like that.. And what | did to you was really shitty. | get it" 

He got up and started leaving. | was still completely stunned, but it was now or never. 

"Wait, no!" He stopped and turned to me. "l. | still like you." 

| got up and walked up to him. He just looked at me for what seemed like forever. 

"Why?" 

| have no idea" | smirked. | ask myself this question every day.. "I guess l'm just nuts.. But | do. You've done 
some pretty shitty things, but there are those times when you're not like that, when you act like you don't 
hate me and." 


"| don't hate you." 


| couldn't help but smile at that. If this is a dream, I'll kill the asshole who will wake me up. There was a small 
pause. James just looked at me and | couldn't really figure out what that look meant. 


"Can | try something?" 
"Uh... Yeah?" 


He leaned in and slowly connected our lips. It only lasted a few second, but | felt like my heart will punch its 


way out of my chest and fly away.. | know, cheesy as fuck. Shut up. 


James pulled away a little bit, but was still close to me. 
"| don't really know how to properly kiss a guy...” 
"Its ok, I've never been with a man either." 


That was true, before | met James, | lived a casual straight life. | did have a crush on this boy when | was at 


school, but nothing ever happened between us, because | was too scared to even admit it. 


"Well then let's figure it out together, shall we?" He nervously smiled, leaned in again and this time kissed me 


with much more certainty. 


He put his arms around me and it felt so cosy and.. Safe? Yeah, that's the word I'm looking for, he made me 
feel safe. The kiss was getting deeper and | couldn't fucking believe that this was happening, My head was 


spinning. 

James slowly started guiding me backwards until my back reached the wall behind me. His hand sneaked under 
my shirt and feeling him touch my bare skin felt fucking incredible.. He was pinning me to the wall and | could 
feel him getting hard against my lower belly. It was kind of mind blowing that | could have this effect on him. 
My hands were roaming his chest. 

Suddenly the phone rang and | instinctively turned my head towards it. James used this as an opportunity to 


start kissing my neck. | couldn't help, but moan at that. | tried not to do it before, because thats what set 
him off the first time. 


‘Mmm.. Do that more often, it's fucking music to my ears." The phone kept ringing. "Just ignore it." 


He kissed my lips again and that was enough to make me completely forget about the phone. It stopped ringing 


and went to voice mail. 

"Hey, it's Lars. Bob called me, he wants to meet up, its something important. Call me back or just go straight 
to the studio after you hear this." | heard James quietly muttering ‘motherfucker’ under his breath and 
chuckled at that. "And.. Don't worry about James. We'll all be here with you." 

After the message ended, everything went silent. James looked away, but | gently turned him to look at me. 


"Hey... Its ok" 


"IFs not fucking ok. What | did was in no way ok" He started pulling away and | stopped him by hugging my 


arms around his waist. 


"You explained why you did it and apologized. | forgive you." 


Then | kissed him. He was slightly hesitant to respond, this was the first time | kissed him and he wasn't in 
control, but he eventually gave in. | whimpered when he broke the kiss (not my proudest moment). James 
rested his forehead against mine. 

"|. | want you." 

It was obvious that it wasn't easy for him to say that. Thank god that he had his arms around me again, 
because my knees got slightly weak after those words. Then | remembered the voice message and quietly 
chuckled. James gave me a puzzled look. 

"Well you'll have to wait, cause we should really go to the studio. We can't just miss our first meeting with 
the new producer. He probably wants to discuss our main plans for the new album. It's kind of important.” 
James groaned. 

"Well, | mean.. Not THAT important." 

"Yeah, but still pretty important." 


"You will seriously force me to sit through a meeting with blue balls?" 


"Yup." | gently pushed James away from me and straightened out my clothes. Then | found my car keys and 
offered them to him. "You wanna drive?" 


James gave out one last tortured groan and took them from me. 


Chapter 8 


Author's Notes: 
Hey, just letting you know that the second part of this chapter is entirely smut, so if you're not into that kind 
of stuff, feel free to skip this one. Cheers! 


James' PON. 


We made it to the studio pretty quickly. There wasn't much talking in the car, but the silence wasn't 
uncomfortable. Well at least from my side, because saying everything that's been bothering me for so long out 
loud felt freaking amazing. | felt relieved, like | was just allowed to tell a secret that | had to keep for a long 


time. 

Plus, | got to kiss Jason. And | don't give a shit if that sounds gay, because it felt fucking good. Its not like I'll 
have to marry him now or something, it just feels nice to be close to him. What can | say, he's kissable, don't 
fucking judge me. 

We walked into the studio side by side and everyone's eyes were instantly on us. Bob just greeted us casually, 
but Lars and Kirk looked as if both of us suddenly grew a second head or something. Kirk quickly stood up and 
walked up to me. 

"James, can we talk for a second?" 


"We are talking. For more than a second." 


Kirk rolled his eyes. | looked over at Jason and saw that he was smiling. | mean.. Not that it mattered or 


anything... 
"Not here." 


He was practically pushing me out through the door, so | don't know why he even bothered to ask.. He closed 


the door and immediately turned to me. 
"What the hell was that?" 
"What the hell was what?" 


"You just casually came in here with Jason! What happened? Did you talk to him? Is everything ok between you 


two now? You promised that you'll call me when you got back home!" 


He didn't even breathe in between the questions. How can one person say so many words in such a short 
amount of time? 


"Well | didn't get back home." Kirk's eyes widened 

"Wha.. You slept with him?" 

"No. | got drunk." 

"JAMES! 

"What? | got drunk, went to his place and passed out there” 


"You're an idiot. You know that, right?" Yup. "What happened next? Please don't tell me that you talked to him 
drunk!" 


"I don't remember much, but l'm pretty sure that | didn't. As for what happened next.. Well | woke up, we 
talked, | told him everything, we made out and came here." Kirk didn't even move, he just stared at me. "Hello? 


Is anyone home?" He slowly blinked. 


"Who the fuck are you and what did you do to James Hetfield.” You just casually said that you made out with 
a guy, you do realise that?" Huh.. | guess | did. It is kind of odd, isn't it? 


"Yeah." 
"So.. Do you want to be with him now or..2" 


"| don't fucking know.. | guess | do find him.. Uh.. Physically attractive?" Kirk raised one eyebrow and gave me a 
slight smirk. | hate him. "But it's not like | want a fucking boyfriend or anything. That's.." Kirk raised his hand. 


| swear to god, say "that's gay" and I'll slap you!" 

"That's homosexual.” He groaned in frustration. 

"Get over yourself dude.. He likes you, you like him, what's the problem?" 

"The problem is that l'm not gay. | don't find any other men attractive and | never have. It's just that Jason.” 
"Is a precious sweetheart, so you want to love and protect him?" | looked at him in horror. 


"IFs like you just opened your mouth and rainbow colored vomit came out." Kirk laughed. 


"lim kidding." With that he turned around and started walking back to the studio. "Or not." Before | had a 


chance to respond he opened the door and | had no other choice, but to follow him. 

We sat there for hours, talking about what direction we would like to take this album and playing some of the 
basic stuff we've written before the actual recording began to Bob. Then, of course, the fun part began- a ton 
of paperwork that was required for a whole bunch of bullshit. Lars usually took care of that, so | didn't even 
bother to listen. Overall | was pretty excited about what we had so far and what this album could potentially 


become. 


Bob left and the four of us were getting ready to leave too. | could see Lars looking at me, he was obviously 
preparing to say something. | rolled my eyes, just get on with it already.. 


"So is everything alright between you two?" How creative.. 

| looked at Jason and saw him already looking at me with a questioning expression. Was everything alright 
between us? | suppose.. My eyes drifted to his slightly parted lips. If only | could just.. Shit, control yourself! 
Not here. | quickly looked away. 

"Uh... Yeah, everything's fine." 

Lars then looked at Jason, as if to wordlessly ask if | wasn't lying (dick). Jason gave him a reassuring smile. 


"Really, everything's fine." After he heard it directly from Jason, Lars seemed to believe it. 


He was about to ask something else, but Kirk gave him a pointed look and that shut him up. That was honestly 
impressive, usually no one could make Lars stop talking until he was finished with everything he had to say. 


We left the studio. Kirk and Lars went to Lars' car (that they've been sharing an awful lot lately), while me 


and Jason went to his car and drove off. 

We didn't really speak on our way to my house. | kept glancing at Jason as he was looking through the window. 
The conversation with Kirk got me thinking again (Kirk had that annoying quality). | knew what | wanted to do 
and | could only hope that Jason wanted the same. | stopped the car in front of my house. 

"Wanna come in?" 


"Sure." He followed me inside. 


As soon as Jason closed the door behind him, | pinned him against it. He let out a breath and seemed surprised 
for a second, but then his eyes filled with lust and slight amusement. 


‘Sorry, but | had to sit through half of that meeting with a boner pressed down in my jeans. It wasn't fun" 
Jason laughed and | couldn't hold in a chuckle myself. "Oh, you think its funny?" 


| started kissing and sucking on his neck, surely leaving a mark. That made him stop laughing, he was moaning 
now. | fucking loved it. | wanted to hear him make that noise again | wanted to make him make that noise again. 


| kissed my way up to his ear. 

"| believe that we have some unfinished business..." 

"Really? What was it again? Maybe something to do with this?" 

He slid his hand down my chest and rubbed the bulge in my pants. | groaned. 


"Yeah, | think so.. Fuck." It felt good, but | reached down and stopped his hand. "How about we take this 


somewhere more comfortable?" Jason nodded. 


| was still holding his hand as | led him to my bedroom. As we reached the bed, | pushed him down and crawled 


on top of him. | haven't wanted somebody like this in a long time. 


Fucking groupies has sort of become a routine by now. Just a casual way to relieve my body after a show, no 


more exciting than jerking off. This was different. | wanted to see Jason come. 


| kissed him as my hands started working on undoing his jeans. When his erection was finally free, | started 


stroking it up and down and felt his entire body shudder. 


If someone came up to me a week ago and told me that I'll be jerking another dude off, | would've knocked the 


motherfucker out. And here | was.. 


| stopped for a second, looked down at Jason and concluded that he had way too much clothing on hin, so | 
quickly started undressing him. Now, | might risk sounding gay (which l'm not), but when he was finally 
completely naked underneath me, he looked fucking beautiful. Lean muscles, creamy skin and strands of curly 


hair falling on his face. Shit.. 


My throat involuntarily let out something that sounded like a growl as | leaned down and claimed his lips again. 


Suddenly | felt his hands on my chest and he gently pushed me away. | gave him a confused look and he smiled 
shyly. 


"Hey, you're not the only one who wants a pretty sight in front of him" He reached out and started pulling my 
t-shirt over my head. 


When it was finally off, | pushed myself up and took off the rest of my clothes. He looked over my naked body 


and | saw the same hungry look in his eyes that he must've seen in mine when | undressed him. 


| was back on top of him in a matter of second Now that there was nothing in the way between us, | pushed 
my hips forward, so our dicks were rubbing together and started thrusting, creating some much needed 


friction. 


Jason was making the most pleasant noises I've ever heard in my life and fuck, the feeling was incredible.. But 


it wasn't enough. 


I've had anal with a few girls before, so | knew what to do, but that didn't stop me from being slightly 
nervous. It was almost like | went through everything for the first time with Jason, cause l've never done all 


these things with a guy. | also had no lube, so good old spit had to do. 
"This is going to slightly hurt." 
"Yeah, | know, but | want it.” 


He was looking at me with trust in his eyes. Was trust even the right word for this? | haven't done anything 
yet to earn his trust. 


| slowly and carefully pushed one of my fingers into him. Jason didn't show any signs of pain, so | added 


another. He quietly hissed and | immediately stopped. 
"Keep going, l'm fine." 


So | did. | slowly started moving my fingers in and out, bending them slightly. Jason soon started moaning and 
rocking his hips to match the rhythm of my hand. This was too much for me, | couldn't take it any longer. | 
pulled out my fingers and positioned my dick in front of his entrance. 


"Ready?" Instead of answering, he reached out his hand, pulled me down and kissed me. 


| took that as a yes and slowly pushed in with small thrusts until | was entirely inside of him. Jason groaned 
into my lips and | stopped, letting him adjust. Then | slowly pulled out and pushed in again. | kept that steady 
pace until his silent groans turned into moaning and whimpering, asking me to go faster. | picked up a rhythm 


and started pounding into him. 


He was really tight and it felt so fucking good.. | knew that | won't be able to last long, so | reached down and 
started stroking his dick again. He was now moaning my name with each thrust and soon enough | felt his 


muscles contract around me. 


"Fuck.. James!" | felt him shuddering, then his body went limp. He was breathing heavily and looking directly at 
me with drowsy and blissful eyes. 


| couldn't hold back any longer, after a few more sloppy thrusts | bent over and buried my face in the crook 


of his neck as | came inside of him, moaning loudly. 


For a while | just rested on top of him, trying to calm down my breathing. Then | remembered that I'm taller 
and heavier than Jason, so this was probably not the most comfortable position for him. He didn't seem to 


mind, but | rolled over and threw a blanket around myself. 
"Jason?" 
"Mmm." He was already snoozing? 


| made a mental note that sex apparently made him sleepy. You never know when information like this could be 
useful (probably never, | just found it cute). 


"Come here." 


He cracked his eyes open, looked at me and lazily dragged himself to curl up by my side under the blanket, 
using my chest as a pillow. It took him about a minute to start quietly snoring. This wasn't cute, scratch that. 
This was fucking adorable. 


| was lying there, thinking about what just happened for a while. Did | regret it? Fuck no, it was amazing. But it 


sure as fuck made everything a bit more difficult. 


Before | really got into thinking about what a shit-storm this whole thing could potentially become, sleep 
started pulling me in too. I'll just leave these problems for future James. Motherfucker deserves it anyway for 
not being able to keep his dick in his pants. 


Chapter 9 


Author's Notes: 
As always, enjoy and leave feedback if you like this story (or hate it, I'd like to hear why)! 
James’ PON. 


When | woke up, one feeling overtook me completely. Cosiness. It was raining outside and | could hear raindrops 
hitting the window. Meanwhile | was inside, in a comfortable bed with what had to be the warmest, softest and 
snugliest person in the world. Is ‘snugliest even a word? Its probably not a word.. Whatever, my point is that | 


didn't even want to move, that's how comfortable | was. 


During the night Jason managed to get his arm around my torso and threw one of his legs over mine. He was 
basically halfway lying on top of me. That was another reason why | didn't move. You know that rule that you 
can't move if your cat or dog falls asleep on you, because it would wake them up and that would make you an 


asshole? That's basically how | felt. 


He was letting out soft and quiet snores and looked so fucking sweet with that relaxed expression and curls 
falling all over his face and my chest. How can anyone look this freaking good in the morning? Fucking unfair, | 
probably looked like shit with puffy eyes, messy hair and with my luck, probably drool running down the corner 
of my mouth. 


Nevertheless, this was ridiculously nice. A certain thought ran through my head and I'm not entirely sure if | 
was comfortable with it. | could get used to this. Feeling warm and cosy with Jason by my side every morning. 
Shit, | wanted it. But you know what that would mean? Being in a relationship. With a guy. And | couldn't get 


over that idea. 


| shooed those thoughts away and decided to just enjoy what was happening at the moment. And it sure as hell 
wasn't hard to do that. 


There was one problem though. | had to piss. And there was no way to get out of bed without waking Jason 
up. Shit.. | stroked his hair and ran my thumb over his cheek. 


"Jason.." My voice sounded extremely hoarse. 
Y Y 


He groaned, mumbled something incomprehensible and hugged his arm around me tighter. | grinned like an idiot. 
For fuck's sake.. He really wasn't making this easy for me. 


"Jason, wake up." 


He slowly opened his eyes and looked at me. | leaned down and softly kissed him. 


"Good morning.” 
"Good morning." He yawned and shifted by my side. 
| need to get up. I'll be right back" He groaned again and turned to lay on his back. 


| got out of bed, found my jeans on the floor and went to the bathroom. After taking a piss and a quick 
shower | came back to the room and found Jason sitting on the side of the bed, already dressed. 


| couldn't help, but feel slightly disappointed. | really wouldn't have minded an hour or two more in bed with this 
personal heater of a human being. He was probably waiting to take a shower too. He could've joined me.. Focus 
James, with this mindset you'll never leave this bedroom.. 

"How about I'll make something to eat?" He smiled at me. 

"Yeah, sounds great." 

Judging by his enthusiasm, he clearly hasn't eaten anything cooked by me before. Kirk and Lars have. Lars 
once chose to eat a plain loaf of bread instead of trying the macaroni and cheese | made. | mean, it wasn't 
THAT bad.. It just wasn't good.. 

| finished making scrambled eggs as Jason walked into the kitchen. 


"That looks good" Yeah, keyword- looks. 


| leaned on one of the counters while he came up to the frying pan and tried it. There was a puzzled look on 


his face for a while, then he started laughing. 
"Did you put all the salt you could find around the kitchen in here?" 
"Come on, it can't be that bad." 


| walked up to the frying pan, picked up a fork and tried it myself. Shit, it wasn't edible, even by my standards... 


Jason saw the disgusted look on my face and laughed again. 
"Fuck off, | tried" 
"I know, sorry. Thank you." 


He put his arms around my waist and gave me a quick kiss. | put down the fork and kissed him back, bringing 


him closer to me. When we broke apart he looked at me and smiled. 


"But | mean.. It did taste a little like drinking sea water.." | pressed my forehead to his and laughed. 
"Asshole.. Wanna go out and get some fast food?" He looked surprised by my suggestion 
"Um... Yeah, ok." 


| grabbed my car keys and opened the front door. It was still raining. | stepped out, but Jason hesitated on the 
doorstep. 


"Do you have an umbrella?" 
"No. Are you afraid that you're gonna melt or something?" 


"l'm not gonna melt, I'll just look like a fucking poodle after walking through the rain" He motioned over his head 


with his hands, showing a way bigger perimeter of hair than was realistically possible. 


"Poodles are fucking cute, come on, I'm starving." | tossed him the keys, so he could lock the front door and 


went towards my car. 

"Was that supposed to be a compliment?" 

"Maybe. Come on, hurry up, I'm getting wet here." 
"Aw, for me?" 


Do not laugh at his stupid joke.. Do not laugh at his stupid joke.. Do not laugh at his stupid joke... Aaand | 
laughed at his stupid joke. 


Jason gave me a triumphant smirk, stepped out, locked the door and went over to the car. We decided to go to 
this small burger place not too far away from my house. On our way there | turned on the radio and we 
talked about music. | loved how enthusiastic he was about it. Despite playing in a band for living, he still 
sounded like a fanboy who worshiped the ground on which Lemmy Kilmister, Keith Richards or Jimmy Page 


walked on. It was so easy to talk to him. 


We quickly reached our destination and | parked the car. We were going through the parking lot and Jason 
moved closer to me. His hand brushed mine like he wanted to take it. | wasn't even sure if he was really trying 
to do that and | wouldn't have minded at home, but now there were a few people in the parking lot and | 
quickly moved my hand away. Too quickly for him not to notice. 


He gave me a puzzled look and | just looked away. We went inside and ordered some food. While waiting we 
talked about the new album. Tomorrow was our first day of official recording and honestly, | was excited as 
fuck. | already had a few melodies and some lyrics in my head that | wanted to use. Jason told me about some 


great riff he's written, that could serve as an instrumental for this new album. 


The waitress brought our food and we started eating. Jason suddenly looked up at me. 

"Hey, | wanted to ask you something yesterday, but.. Well, didn't really have a chance." He blushed and | 
realized what he meant by that. Hehe.. "When we walked into the studio, Kirk looked at both of us and quickly 
dragged you out to talk about something. | assume that it was something about us?" 

"Oh. Um... Yes, he asked me how the whole ‘talking to you' thing went.” 

"And... Did you tell him?" 

"You mean that | kissed you? Yeah." His face lightened up. 

"So you're okay with talking about this whole thing with other people?" 

Shit. OF course not. The last thing | needed was a rumor that | fucked another guy spreading around. | mean.. | 
suppose it's not really a rumor, since it actually happened and it's not like anyone would dare to confront me 


about it, but still.. 


"| don't know.. Kirk already knew about everything, so there's no point in hiding anything from him. He probably 
told Lars too, so | guess we can talk about it with both of them." Jason looked down at the table. 


‘Oh. So you basically want to keep this a secret" 

"| guess.. " His face turned completely serious. 

"If you're embarrassed about being with me, we can stop. I'm not gonna be like another fucking groupie to you." 
‘No! Jason, that's not what | meant. Could we just.. Not hurry? | don't want to have a boyfriend and..." 


I'm not asking to be your boyfriend, but seeing you flinch away from me in public isn't exactly the best 


feeling ever." So he did notice my reaction in the parking lot. Fucking great. 


"Shit, you know that this is a whole new thing for me. | just don't feel entirely comfortable with it yet. Please 


give me time?" 


| needed him to understand. Yeah, | felt attracted to him and yeah, he's a guy, but l'm not gay and | don't want 
people to think that l'm gay. Does that make any sense? 


There was a pause and he was looking down at the table again 


"Okay." It was clearly not okay. 


| quickly glanced at the counter to see if the girl who worked there wasn't looking, reached out my hand and 
lifted Jason's chin up. 


"Jason, look at me. | need time to get used to this and l'm not ready to just start a relationship between us. 
That doesn't mean that | don't want you. Yesterday was fucking incredible and | do want it to happen again. Is 
that what you wanted to hear?" He was looking straight at me and | saw his eyes softening. 


"If you need time to get used to this, | guess we could keep this private for a while." 


Thank fucking god! For a second | actually thought that he didn't want to keep this.. whatever this was going 


and | wouldn't exactly be comfortable admitting how much it fucking scared me. 

"Is it really okay?" 

"Yeah" He gave me a slight smile and | inwardly let out a sigh of relief 

We continued to talk about all sorts of random shit and that feeling of ease while talking to him came back At 
one point | glanced at his neck and | saw a mark there from yesterday. This weird feeling of possessiveness 


came over me. Knowing that | marked him as.. Mine? | guess... It felt good. Fuck, | sound like a weirdo. 


We finished eating and went back to my place, because Jason's car was still there. He picked up his car keys 
and was about to go through the door. 


"So.. See you tomorrow at the studio?" 

"Aren't you forgetting something?" 

He started checking his pockets to see what he could've forgotten. Fucking seriously? 

| walked up to him, took him by his arms and pulled him into a kiss. Not a hot and passionate one, more like a 
‘please fucking stay’ one. After | just almost screwed everything up, | didn't want to let him go. | didn't want to 


wake up alone tomorrow in my cold-ass bed.. 


But | also knew that he couldn't stay. We weren't some sort of a couple and we didn't live together. | broke the 
kiss, looked at him and smirked. 


"See you tomorrow." He smiled back at me. 
"Yeah." 
With that he left. Within the first five minutes of being alone in that silent house | regretted not asking him to 


stay over. | guess it's just me and my old friend alcohol now. | turned on the radio to break the silence and 


Thin Lizzy's Whiskey In A Jar was playing. How ironically fitting. We should cover this thing someday.. 


Chapter I0 


Author's Notes: 
Please leave feedback if you enjoy this story! 
Jason's PON. 


A million thoughts went through my head when | was back at home. The main one being "There's no way all of 
this actually fucking happened." | felt like | could wake up any minute and realize that this was all a dream. If 
someone would've told me a week ago that James Hetfield was attracted to me and will be willingly holding me 
in his hands, kissing me and.. | guess there's no other way to put it.. Fucking me, | would've thought that the 


person is mental. 

Now all of that happened. Not only did it happen, James wanted it to keep happening. And sure, he wasn't 
completely comfortable with it yet, wanted to keep it a secret and was afraid to actually call it a relationship, 
but he said that he wants to be with me and that's all that fucking mattered for now. 

| spent the rest of my day doing casual stuff around the house and it was boring as hell. | found myself 
missing James. | know, it sounds silly, we only spent one night together, but still. | didn't want to go back here. | 


went to sleep feeling miserable, because | knew that I'll have to sleep alone. 


The next day | got up too late and still feeling like shit rushed to the studio. The first person | met as | walked 
into the building was Kirk and | didn't even get a chance to say hello. 


"Jason! Finally! You're late, you know." 

"Yeah, sorry, | got." 

"Doesn't matter! Me and Lars came to the studio today and found James already here. Usually you would only 
be able to find him at the studio earlier than necessary if he got drunk and passed out here, so we thought 
that something's wrong. We obviously instantly thought about you and asked if something happened." He was 
speaking like a thousand words per second. 


"Is he alright?" | tried to sound casual about it. Judging by Kirk's grin it didn't really work.. 


"That's what I'm trying to say, he was actually really happy and relaxed. He even had a bunch of song drafts 
with him. Can you imagine that, James being happy and productive in the morning?" 


"| guess not..2" 


"Right! He's usually ready to go on a killing spree if someone wakes him up earlier than at least lam. | 


remember this one time..." 

"Kirk, get to the point." 

"Oh yeah, sorry. So anyway, we started asking about what went down between you two and he didn't really 
wanna talk about it, but from what he did say, | kind of got an idea that something important happened. Come 
on, tell me! You know James, he'll never talk" 

"Tell you what?" 

"What happened! Like, did you stay at your place?" 

"No, we went to his house." 

"Aaaand?" 

"And | stayed there.. We went to get some fast food in the morning, since his attempt to cook kind of failed." 
"Wait, he cooked for you? Shit, are you alright?" The actual concern in his voice made me laugh. 

"Yeah. It wasn't exactly edible, but | appreciate the effort" 

"So did anything... Interesting happen during the time you were there?" 


"Seriously?" 


"What? As a person who took part in getting you two together, l'm obligated to know all the gossip." He looked 
at me as if that was a legitimate argument. "Well.. Did you..2" Shit, he was actually asking this seriously. 


"Uh..." | quickly looked away from him. | should not have done that.. 

"Oh my god, you did!" At one point his voice reached a note that l'm pretty sure only dogs could hear. 

"| didn't say...” 

He threw his arms around me before | could finish the sentence. "I'm so happy for you guys! This was so 
obviously gonna happen, you were constantly staring at each other for like the past year and the way he 
looked at you when you headbanged and ran around on stage.. | knew that you would get together!" 


"Yeah, thanks.. For everything." That bit was sincere. "I'm kinda late though.’ 


"Oh! Right, sorry." He let go of me and we both went to the studio. 


James was sitting there, playing something that didn't really have much structure yet. 

"Hey." He gave me that charming smirk and | couldn't help, but smile back. 

He then turned to Kirk who came in right after me and looked at him suspiciously. 

"I swear to god, if you cornered him on his way here and made him talk about what happened... 

Kirk made the fakest shocked expression ever. With a hand on his heart and everything. "I would never!" 
James just rolled his eyes and went back to playing. | prepared my bass and Kirk began rummaging through a 
pile of monster magazines in the corner of the studio. No one really knew how or when they got here, a huge 
pile of them just appeared there one day and no one gave a shit enough to say something. 

Lars and Bob came in and we officially started our recording process. Which meant that me and Kirk basically 
got to slack off at the back of the studio for a bit, because Lars and James usually took control of the 
creative process at the very beginning, we recorded our parts and gave suggestions later. | didn't really mind, 
the two of us got to talk about blues. 

Recording was an interesting process, but also tiring and long as hell. After what felt like sixteen hours (which 
meant that it was probably like four or five) | was tired and hungry. The other guys seemed to be in a similar 
shape. Lars was the first one to speak up. 

"Who's for taking a break and getting something to eat?" Everyone raised their hands. "Alright. Kirk, wanna 
come with me to that new pizzeria they opened up nearby to get some pizzas? | wouldn't know what 
vegetarian shit to order for you anyway." 

"You know, it wouldn't hurt to try it at least once." Kirk said while getting up and putting down his guitar. 


"Not a fucking chance." 


With that they left. | could still hear their bickering in the corridor, Kirk was apparently bringing soy into the 


argument. Sometimes they acted like an old married couple. 

Bob got up from his chair too. "I'll go make myself some coffee and take a quick nap or something." 

"Old age is a scary thing." 

Bob chuckled under his breath at these words. "Fuck off James..." He left the studio too. 

It was just the two of us now. James looked at the door for a bit, probably to make sure that no one would 


decide to come back for something. Then he stood up, went over to me, pulled me up and kissed me. It felt 


incredible to kiss him again. You know the feeling when you breathe in air after being underwater? It felt 


something like that, refreshing. 


The kiss started out sweet and gentle, but quickly got more passionate. He moved down from my mouth to my 


neck. 
"ve been waiting.. For this.. During the entire.. Fucking.. Recording." He spoke in-between kisses. 
"Yeah... Well you're not the only one." James let out a low chuckle that could honestly turn on a nun. 


| cupped his cheek and led his lips back to mine. His hand started lifting up my shirt. That snapped me out of it 
and | quickly pulled away. 


"James.. We can't just do this here." 


"Why not?" He grabbed my hips and pulled me into him, thrusting his hips forward. FUCK. It sucked to be the 


reasonable one. 


"Because the pizzeria Lars and Kirk went to is like five minutes away from here, so they're gonna come back 
soon and there's no way Bob could fall asleep after drinking coffee." 


| thought you want us to have an open relationship?" 


"I do, but that's not the same as making out or even doing something more than that where anyone could 


casually come in 
He smiled and rested his forehead against mine. "You're no fun." 
"Well then | suppose | should stop boring you.." | gave a half-assed attempt to free myself from his hands. 


"Stop being fucking ridiculous and come here." He hugged his arms tightly around me, kissed my forehead and 


sat down on the couch dragging me down with him. | have never felt more comfortable in my entire life. 


| don't know how long we sat there until we suddenly heard voices coming from far away. James gave me one 
more quick kiss, reluctantly pulled away and went to back to where he was sitting before. | picked up my bass. 


Lars was the first one to come in through the door. 


"But what if someone gave you a fried chicken and said "Eat this chicken or | will kill another chicken"? Would 
you eat it? Cause if you wouldn't, another chicken would die and that goes against vegetarian morals." Kirk just 


gave him an annoyed look. "Well?" 


"Stop asking stupid questions and eat your pizza with a piece of a pig's ass on it.. I'll go and tell Bob that food's 


already here." He left and Lars started opening up pizza boxes, looking for a specific one. 


At one point he looked at both of us, smirked to himself and was about to say something, but Kirk came back 
with Bob, so he just looked at us one more time and stayed quiet. | inwardly thanked him. We all sat down to 
eat and then the recording started again. This whole thing seems really promising, we came up with a bunch of 
possible riffs and you could feel how enthusiastic everyone was about it. Bob gave us an idea to announce 


about this album to the fans once we'll have some songs ready by doing a few shows, so | guess we're going 


to do that. 


It was already dark outside when we decided that it was enough work for one day and left the studio. Me and 
James gave each other an awkward "goodbye" since the other three were around and each went our separate 


ways. 


| could've asked him to come home with me when we were alone, but for some reason | didn't. | guess | was 
afraid of what his reaction would be. He pretty clearly said that he doesn't want to rush anything and basically 


asking him to live with me is something most people would call rushing. 


At home | just went back to feeling miserable. An activity that has been awfully popular around this house 


ever since | realized that | have feelings for James. 
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The next week or so was amazing and torturous at the same time. It was amazing, because me and Jason 
developed this wonderful habit of getting some private time during the breaks of the recording for making out 
and just generally spending time with each other. | learned a lot of new things about him. 


You'd think that after a shit-ton of hours spent with a person while touring and recording it's impossible not 
to know everything there is to know about him. That's not really the case when you spend most of that time 
either avoiding the person or throwing insults his way, so he wouldn't want to be around you. So yeah, | felt 


like | got to know Jason a lot more. 


Why is it torturous then, you might ask? I'll gladly answer. The fifteen year old me would probably be utterly 
horrified hearing these words, but jacking off in the shower gets pretty old. There are only so many times you 


can hear "We can't do this here." or "Stop it, someone might come in" before you reach your limit. 


You might say that l'm a moron (fair enough) and that the solution to this problem is obvious- just take him 
to your place. Well there's a catch. Did | spend every morning in my bed, wishing that Jason was lying there 
with me? Yeah. But at the same time | couldn't fucking ask him to live with me. That's what couples do. We're 


not a couple. 


That doesn't solve my little problem though. | was running out of tissues and lotion in my house and | needed 


to do something about it. 


The day began pretty normally. All of us got together and worked our asses off. After what seemed like an 
eternity, Lars announced a break and disappeared somewhere with Kirk. They've been doing it an awful lot lately 
now that | think about it. Bob was off to.. do whatever Bob did in his spare time. Maybe longingly staring at 
pictures of his old band and melodramatically sighing? | don't fucking know. 


| went to the break room knowing that I'll find Jason there. It has quickly become one of our favourite places 
to be, because apparently no one used it. Sometimes people went there to get an occasional beer, but that was 


about it, the room was empty most of the time. And yes, by people | do mean myself. 


| found Jason playing pool. Was a pool table a little too much for a place where no one actually spent their 


time? Yeah, but at this point we had enough money to build a miniature zoo for our entertainment around 


here, so whatever. 

| sat down with a beer in my hand and we started talking about all sorts of bullshit. To be honest | don't really 
remember what we talked about, because all | could concentrate on was how Jason bent over the pool table, 
trying to aim better. It was making me.. feel things. That's how you know that you're getting desperate. Seeing 


him play pool turned me on. Fucking ridiculous. 


| couldn't take it any longer. | came up to Jason and hugged him from behind. He chuckled and turned his head 


to look at me. 

"Hi there?" 

"Hello, beautiful. 

Jason gave me a confused look, but smiled nevertheless. "Beautiful? Really?" 
"What else is a man who's trying to get laid supposed to say?" 


"Well.. Not saying that he's trying to get laid would be a good start | chuckled. Have | mentioned that | adore 


his sense of humour? 

| took his hair out of the way and started slowly kissing his neck. Jason instantly leaned into me. My hands 
started travelling down his chest and stomach. His body tensed slightly and | already knew what his next words 
were going to be. 

"James, what if someone." 


"Everyone is away for at least an hour and even if they did come in, I'd tell them to fuck off." 


Ok, so maybe | didn't really know for how long everyone was away.. But | knew that we certainly wouldn't be 


bothered here and the last part of what | said was absolutely true, | would just tell them to fuck off. 


My litle.. adjustment of truth actually worked. As | started undoing Jason's jeans, he slowly relaxed under my 


touch. | thrust my hips forward, so he could feel my erection against his lower back. 

"Can you feel what you're doing to me?" Instead of answering he just rocked his hips backwards. 

| groaned loudly. Fucking hell.. When | reached into his underwear and pulled out his dick, he was already hard 
too. | started massaging the head and that caused him to moan my name. Screw whatever we're recording, | 


want an hour long album full of just that noise on repeat. 


| could feel shivers running down Jason's entire body, but he suddenly reached out and stopped what | was 


doing. Then he turned around in my hands and softly kissed my lips. 


| want to make you feel good too.." | could feel him unbuckling my belt and pulling down my jeans. 


Then he.. Oh fuck. Lord almighty up in the sky, | don't know what | did that was so fucking amazing to deserve 
this, but you're being too fucking generous! Jason got on his knees. He took my dick into his hand and started 
stroking it up and down, then leaned in and slowly licked the very tip, almost as if tasting it. 


When he wrapped his lips around the head and started moving up and down, taking in a little more each time.. 
It was the most mind-blowing feeling ever. Its not like | haven't received a blowjob before, I've spent some 
time with girls who would probably list sucking dick as their favourite pastime activity. What made this special 
was the fact that Jason was doing it. Looking down at him kneeling on the ground with his pants undone and his 
hair falling over his eyes made it a million times better. 


His hesitation left a nagging thought in my head though. He has never done this before. He probably felt pretty 


uncomfortable doing it. He was doing this for me, | didn't even know if he enjoyed it. 
"Jason.. You don't have to do this." 
He lifted his eyes up at me. “But... | want to..” 


It would've been so fucking easy to just go along with it. Shit, | REALLY wanted to just go along with it, but.. 


There was that uncertainty in his voice again. Was | developing morals or something? Disgusting.. 


| took Jason by his hands and pulled him up. "Well | want you to feel comfortable with what you're doing." He 


was about to argue, so | just kissed him. That's one convenient-ass way to make someone shut up. 


| got my hands around him and started slowly going backwards into an armchair that stood behind us. | sat 
down and Jason got on top of me, straddling my lap. It was him who kissed me this time, getting his hands 
under my shirt and exploring my chest. 


| couldn't wait any longer. | tugged his jeans down a bit lower, exposing his ass and got him ready with my 
fingers. Jason then lifted himself up slightly, took my dick in his hand, positioned himself above it and started 
slowly going down. He paused for a second when he was practically sitting on my lap and then started moving 
again. Soon enough he was bouncing up and down, moaning out loud. It was no doubt the hottest thing I've ever 


witnessed. 


He was probably getting close, because he lost his rhythm and was just desperately trying to keep going as 
fast as he could. I'm so going to make a joke about the fact that he's a bassist who can't keep his rhythm 


later. 


| put my hands on his waist and started thrusting upwards myself. It didn't take long until Jason tensed and 
groaned out loud as he came. His muscles contracting around my dick made me follow him. He slumped down on 


top of me, resting his head on my shoulder and | put my arms around him. We stayed like that for a while, 


just catching our breath and enjoying each other's warmth. 


There was that nice cosy feeling again. A feeling that reminded me how agorizing the last week has been when 


| had to wake up without him by my side. 
"Jason, stay with me." 
He lifted up his head and looked at me confused. "I'm not going anywhere." 


"No, | mean come home with me after the recording today and stay with me. Maybe not every night if you 
don't want to, but.. Fuck, | need you." 


Jason smiled and placed a gentle kiss on my lips. "| need you too." 
"So.. ls that a yes?" 

He rolled his eyes and laughed. "It's obviously a no.." 

| chuckled too. "Hey, | thought we were having a moment here?" 


"We were until you asked that dumb-ass question! Of course | want to stay with you." Relief overtook me 


after he said that. The torture was finally over. 
"Hey, we should probably clean ourselves up a bit before someone came back and started looking for us." 
"Yeah, good idea." 


We stood up, cleaned up the best we could with paper towels, straightened out our clothes and brushed our 


fingers through our hair, because there's no way you could actually find a comb around this place. 


It's good thing that we did it too, because Kirk and Lars returned shortly after and the recording began again 
Jason kept yawning and | had to hold back laughter. We once again finished pretty late, but | didn't give a shit, 
because that day | got to go home with Jason and fall asleep holding him in my hands. 


Chapter 12 
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Jason's PON. 


Being with James was amazing. | liked always having someone to talk to, jamming with him, sleeping with him 
(this can be taken two different ways and they're both right). | didn't even mind the fact that cooking has 
become my responsibility, because | find it adorable how he treats some basic bacon and eggs as if it's some 


sort of witchcraft. 


He even started drinking way less. Throughout this entire time, which was like a few weeks by now (fuck, this 
long already?), he hasn't been completely wasted even once. He got drunk a few times, but not wasted. | guess 
there were no emotions that he wanted to kill with alcohol and if he got mad, | was around to talk to him and 


calm him down. 


He still insisted that this isn't a relationship though, because | didn't spend every single night at his place. 
According to him, couples have to officially move in together. Well according to me, my toothbrush was at his 


bathroom. End of story. 


The recording of the album was going great so far. We were working a lot and already had a song ready that 
we wanted to release as a lead single. It's called Enter Sandman. Not really a traditional song for us, because it 
didn't have that signature thrash metal sound that made Metallica famous, but | liked the fact that it's 


something new and different. It's not thrash, but hey, since when is basic heavy metal bad? 


Remember how | said that Bob suggested that we should do three shows in three different cities to announce 
this whole thing? Well we're doing that. We'll go to three cities, play the new song at the end of the set list 
and let fans know that a new album is coming. James found it silly, he just wanted to release the damn thing 


when it's ready and be done with it. Everyone else liked the idea though, so he just went along with it. 


The first show was in Phoenix. We flew there around noon and got to our hotel. Me and James made sure to 
get rooms next to each other. Its not like one of them was going to be used anyway. Lars and Kirk surprisingly 
kept quiet about it, but then again, their rooms were also next to each other, so they probably just didn't 
want to get called out on their own bullshit. 


| didn't even bother to unpack, because we'll only sleep here for one night. We all ate lunch together and went 
to the venue that was already prepared for the show. We just had to get our gear ready, rehears and play 
the show itself in the evening. 


We did all of the preparation and now just played random shit in our rehearsal room until it was time to go 
out. 


‘Guys, lets play Whiplash, | haven't played it in forever." Kirk said while switching his guitar. 

James gave me a weird look, like he was considering something. "Jason, how about you sing this one?" 

Wait.. What? We had an unwritten rule that despite my ability to sing, | was nothing more than a back vocalist 
and giving me leading vocals wasn't even considered. Well, except for an occasional song from Kill Em All, but 
that didn't happen very often 

"Why me?" 


"| don't know, for the fuck of it." Then why was he staring at me like that? 


Lars and Kirk gave James knowing looks. They better not be planning something behind my back.. We started 
playing the song and | started singing. 


James kept his eyes locked on me the entire time. The fact that he could play the song while paying zero 


attention to his guitar was honestly impressive. 


As we finished the song a stagehand came in and told us that the show is in 20 minutes, so we should 
probably get going. 


Lars and Kirk left first. | was heading for the door too, but James took my hand and pulled me into an 


embrace. 


"You sound like a fucking angel, do you know that?" He kissed me and his lips tasted like beer. When the fuck did 
he.. Nevermind. This is James. Of course he found time to get a beer. "Granted, an angel who smokes three 


packs of cigarettes a day, but still.” 
| laughed. "Yeah, very nice of you." 


He smiled "Hey, do you think we have time for." He was already leaning into me and | had to pull back. 
Sometimes it really sucked to be the reasonable one. 


"We don't, the show is in 20 minutes." 


"Seeing you sing turned me on." He was looking directly at my lips and his pupils were dilated. It really, REALLY 
sucked to be the reasonable one. 


"How about after the show?" 


He quietly groaned and reluctantly let me go. | gave him a small smile and we both left the rehearsal room. 
When we met up with Lars and Kirk, James gave his usual "Let's fucking do this!" speech, we got our 


instruments ready and soon went on stage. 


The crowd went nuts as they usually do. We opened up with Battery and that basically set the tone for the 
rest of the show. Absolute fucking mayhem. 


James and | kept exchanging looks throughout the entire thing. The way his eyes followed me around the stage 
was almost predatory. If he looked at me that way about a month ago, I'd be scared shitless. Now it just made 


me hold in a smile. 


By the time we actually got to the new song James was already tipsy from all the beer he drank during the 
show. Knowing that after every show he "celebrated" by drinking even more, I'll probably have to drag his 
wasted ass to the hotel. So much for what were going to do.. 


We played our new song and the crowd absolutely loved it. James gave a short announcement about the new 


album (again- fucking mayhem) and the show was over. 


We got off stage and the other guys went on a hunt for alcohol. | was never a heavy drinker myself, so | just 
went straight to the shower. There were a few times when they used the fact that | don't drink much against 
me, but I'd rather not talk about them.. 


| showered, changed my clothes and got myself a beer. There was a group of fans backstage, so | went to 


chat with them. Why the hell not, they went through the bother of actually getting here. 

We talked and | signed a bunch of stuff. After saying goodbye to all of them, | went off to look for James. | 
didn't find him, but | did find Kirk who was considerably drunk. There was a groupie by his side, but he didn't 
seem particularly interested in her. 

"Hey man, where's James?" 

Kirk giggled. "Aw, you two can't stay away from each other. Look Jessica, he's looking for his boyfriend." 
Wanna bet that her name wasn't even Jessica? Whatever her name was, she laughed as if it was the most 


absurd thing ever. 


"So do you know where he is?" There was no use to argue with him about the whole boyfriend thing. Especially 
not when he's in this state. 


"Well he was drinking with Jerry, but then Jerry passed out and | think he went to our dressing room, because 
he got sick" 


"Thanks." | turned to go towards the dressing room. 


"Don't get too wild over there guys!" Instead of responding | just raised my middle finger. 


| did find James there. He was halfway lying on a chair, hugging a bottle of Jack Daniel's. His eyes were closed, 
but when he heard my steps, he opened them. 


"Hey baby, you're here.. | was gonna go and look for you." Baby? Shit, he's drunker than | though. What the 
fuck do you have to drink in order to get this drunk in a few hours anyway? 


Kirk said that you're sick" 
"Yeah, | threw up." 


| was about to ask where he threw up, because we didn't have a bathroom in this dressing room, but decided 


that | don't want to know. 
"Hey, do you want to go to our hotel? It's already late and this chair doesn't seem very comfortable." 


He took a swing of Jack Daniel's and gave me a wide, drunken smile. "Is it because of what you promised me 
before the show?" 


"Uh.. Yeah. Because of that." 


By some miracle he got up from the chair and walked up to me. His walking didn't seem stable at all. It was like 


watching a tree that's getting chopped down and is just about to fall. 
He clumsily started stroking my hair. "We could just do it here." 


"Yeah, but | want to go to the hotel" | gave him my best sad, begging face. "Please? For me?" Where's my 
fucking Oscar? 


James dropped his hand and let out a heavy sigh. | could actually smell every single kind of alcohol in his 


breath. It was kind of incredible. 
"Okay..." 


| called us a cab and we went back to our hotel. | didn't have much of a problem getting James to our room. 


God bless the man who invented the elevator. 


Back in our room.. Well, James’ room. But it was our room. Nevermind.. | closed the door and James pulled me 


into his hands. Quick movements for a guy who couldn't really walk in a straight line. 


"You were so fucking beautiful on stage tonight." He was stroking my cheek and resting his forehead against 


mine. 
Before this got out of hand | gently pushed him away from me. 


"How about you go lie down and I'll take a quick shower, ok?" | didn't need a shower, he needed one. Desperately. 
But | knew that those fifteen minutes will be enough for him to pass out. 


James nodded and slumped down on the bed. When | walked out of the bathroom he was already snoring like a 
grizzly bear. | took off his clothes, dropped a blanket on him and went to my room to sleep. 


I'd love to sleep with James, but l'm afraid that I'd wake up deaf and with no sense of smell. So fuck no. 


Chapter [3 
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James' PON. 


As soon as | opened my eyes the next day, | knew that it will be shitty. First of all, my head was killing me. It 
actually felt like someone was trying to split it open. There's definitely a new drink on my "No to mix" list. It's 
called "All alcoholic beverages | could find put into one glass". Secondly, | didn't feel Jason's warmth next to me 
and that thought was depressing in and of itself. Thirdly, | was horny as hell and, back to my second point, 


Jason was not there. 


| looked around the room. My clothes from yesterday were neatly folded on the bedside table and there was a 
blanket on me. | don't remember much from what happened yesterday, but there's no way in hell that | 
could've done this myself. Jason was a fucking blessing. 


| rolled out of bed and made myself resemble a human being in the bathroom. Then | went to the hotel 
restaurant and found the other guys already having breakfast there. 


"Oh, look who decided to join us!" Kirk's cheerful tone made me want to punch him. Fucking morning people.. 
Lars looked at me from head to toe. "You look like shit" 
"Look who's fucking talking.." Kirk gave me an annoyed look for some reason. 


| sat down next to Jason and he didn't even bother to say anything. He just pushed a plate full of pancakes my 
way and gave me a small smile. God, | lo... like him! 


We finished our breakfast, got our stuff and went straight to the airport. Next stop was Denver. During the 
flight Jason gave me a brief summary of what happened yesterday. The fact that he could handle me so 
easily while | was drunk impressed me. He also reminded me what was supposed to happen after the show and 


sadly didn't. Well that explained my.. condition this morning. And I'm not talking about the hangover. 


We got to Denver and basically went through the same routine as we did yesterday. Took our stuff to our 
hotel rooms, got a quick snack and went to the venue. After this we'll fly back home and play our last show 
there in about a week. Thank god for that. | don't mind playing live, but playing three days in a row is a bit 


much. 


During the rehearsal | asked Jason to sing a few songs again. The pure intensity and energy in his eyes when 
he was singing sent shivers down my spine, | could listen to him all day. But we had to go on stage, so | just 


quickly pulled Jason away for a good luck kiss and we walked out. 


The show went as good if not better than the first one. The crowd was great, they went crazy when we 
played our new song and | announced about the album. | had quite a few beers during it, maybe more than 


usual, so at the end when we said our goodbyes and went backstage, | felt pleasantly dizzy. 


My initial plan was to meet up with Jason and maybe have some fun (if you know what | mean), but | was 
quickly swept away by our crew members who were all drinking, since they didn't have to immediately jump 
into preparation for another show tomorrow. | wasn't planning to get drunk tonight, but they insisted.. So yeah, 


| got drunk 


| ended up drinking vodka in our dressing room with Kirk, Lars and Jeff who was our pyrotechnics guy. | didn't 
know where Jason was, but knowing him, he's probably chatting with fans or something. There was a girl with 


Lars who was desperately trying to get his attention. 

To be honest | had no idea why he even brought her here in the first place. | suppose she was the type of 
person who just directly asked if she could come along and Lars just didn't give a fuck Now she was all over 
him. 

Kirk didn't talk much which was unusual. At some point (it could've been one hour or three hours later, | lose 
my sense of time when I'm drunk) he suddenly stood up and left, looking angry. Lars quickly followed him. The 
girl seemed really unhappy about the fact that her target was gone and just sat there with a champagne 
glass in her hand. | caught her staring at me a few times, but | didn't care and just continued talking with Jeff. 
Well, if you could call drunk rambling "talking" of course.. 

She probably got fed up with waiting for attention and decided to initiate a conversation herself. 

lm Hailey by the way." 


Neither of us was interested in talking to her, but we didn't want to be rude for no reason, she might've been 


an actual fan. 
"Hey, I'm Jeff" 


"tm James." She didn't even look at Jeff and just kept staring at me. Then the most obnoxious giggle I've ever 


heard in my life left her mouth. 


"I know who you are, silly! The show was great, | had a blast. You're absolutely amazing, the way you play 


guitar is unbelievable!" 
"Uh... Yeah, thanks." 


Jeff probably noticed that she wasn't paying any attention to him and the beer bottle in his hand was empty. 


"l'Il go grab myself another beer and give you guys some privacy." Dude, no... 

She gave him this fake, overly sweet smile. "Thank you, Jeff!" He stood up and left. 

Then she started rambling about what a huge fan she was, how amazing we were, how she has a poster of us 
on her bedroom wall, how she finds me hot, how she has been waiting for a chance to be alone with me.. Wait, 


what? 


| just drank throughout her entire speech, adding an occasional "Oh" or "Uh-huh" once in a while. My brain was 


sinking in alcohol and wasn't really capable of dealing with so much information at once. 


| probably should've listened to her though. Maybe then | would've had at least the slightest idea why she was 


coming closer to me. 


She got on her knees and started undoing my jeans. The reality of what was happening finally hit me. | put my 
glass on the small folding table that already held a few empty bottles by now and tried to stop her. 


"Look... I'm really not interested in whatever you're trying to do here..." 

"Come on, let's just have some fun! | read magazines, | know that you're not in a relationship." 

Its funny, her words were exactly what I've been trying to prove to myself ever since the first time | slept 
with Jason. That it's not a "relationship". But now that | heard it from another person, | completely disagreed 


with it. 


She had already undone my jeans by the time | managed to clumsily get her hands away from me. My 


movements were pretty uncoordinated, so the task wasn't easy. 


| braced myself against the chair that | was sitting on and somehow actually managed to stand up. It wasn't 
the best idea, the world started spinning around me and | reflexively reached out my hand to support myself 
against something. Too bad that that something happened to be her shoulder. 


And of course she took it the wrong way. "There you gol It's going to be good, | promise...” 
The next thing | knew she pulled down my jeans along with my underwear and started sucking my dick. Pleasure 
came over my body and | didn't immediately push her away. It took me a second too long to realize how 


fucking wrong this whole situation was. 


That second was all it took The door opened and out of all the people who could've stepped in through it, it 


was him. 


A million emotions came over Jason's face. Anger, confusion, jealousy, shock. But they were all immediately 


replaced by complete and utter sadness. He turned around and just left without a word, closing the door behind 


him. 


| quickly pushed Heather, Hannah or whatever her fucking name was away from me, pulled up my jeans and 


stumbled towards the door. | opened it and saw Jason quickly walking down a corridor. 

‘Jason! Please, wait.. | can.. | can explain! It's really not what it looks like!" 

Since he was just walking and | tried to run (almost tripping a few times), | actually managed to catch up to 
him. | caught his hand in an attempt to stop him, so | could tell him what happened. He had to understand.. This 
was all a big fucking misunderstanding. 

Jason stopped, but was still looking forward. "Don't touch me." 

The coldness in his voice made my heart sink. "Jason, please.. Let me explain” 

| turned him towards me and the look in his eyes made me let go of his hand. Tears were going down his 
cheeks and there was so much anger, despair and pain in his look. It was almost like my touch had physically 
hurt him. 

"Explain what? That I'm not good enough for you? That you would rather be with any random slut who's willing 
to get on her knees for you? That | mean so little to you that you didn't even bother to lock the fucking door 


or hide somewhere, so you wouldn't get caught? There is nothing to explain James, | saw everything.’ 


That coldness in his voice scared me. I've never heard him talk like that before. If he started shouting, | could 


shout back, it would be way easier. But his voice was calm and sad. 


My drunk mind started looking for ways to explain what happened. “Jason, you know it's not true, you're 


important to me and..." 

I'm important when you need someone to fuck, apparently. | suppose it was convenient to have someone 
around if you just happened to be in the mood. That's why you asked me to sleep at your house, right? | 
actually believed that your feelings were genuine, you know.. Like a fucking idiot." He looked at me with disgust 
in his eyes and it hurt so fucking badly... 

"No! Jason, please listen." | reached out my hand again and he pulled away from it. 

"Just leave me alone." With that he turned around and walked away. 

| wanted to follow him so badly, but | knew that it would only make things worse. | needed to sober up and he 
needed to calm down, so | could explain what happened. He will understand and things will go back to normal. 


Right? 


| went back to the dressing room. That bitch was no longer there. Good, | didn't really want to top it all off 


tonight with hitting a woman. | sat down on the floor with my back against the wall, and started sobbing. | 
didn't usually cry, | guess it was the alcohol amplifying my emotions.. But | just couldn't get his eyes out of my 
head. That disgusted look.. What the fuck have | done? 


Chapter 14 
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| always found it pretty silly when people said that they got their heart broken. You're just sad, get over it, 
its not like you're going through physical pain or something! Well, even though it still sounded ridiculous to me, 
| just couldn't find any other term to describe what | was feeling. 


| couldn't get the image of James with that chick on her knees in front of him out of my head and each time | 
thought about it, it hurt a little bit more. 


| stayed up until about 4am that night, because my own mind wouldn't let me fall asleep. It replayed various 


memories of James telling me that he needs me, wants me and that l'm important to him. It made me wonder 


how much of that was bullshit? 
Probably most of it. If you really cared about a person, you wouldn't even think about doing what he did. | also 
thought about the fact that he might've cheated before and | simply didn't have any idea about it. He probably 


didn't even consider this cheating though. We were "not a couple", remember? 


Well we certainly weren't a couple now. James successfully reminded me my place in the band and in his life. | 


didn't matter. | was easily replaceable and worthless. 

With those thoughts my brain decided to grant me a few hours of rest and | fell asleep. 

The next morning | was woken up by loud banging on my door. | looked at my watch and apparently | overslept, 
our flight was in less than an hour. Memories of what happened yesterday flooded my head and | immediately 


just wanted to go back to sleep. You can't feel pathetic and miserable while sleeping. 


| heard a few more knocks on the door and froze completely. What if it was James? | could practically hear 


my heartbeat getting faster. | wasn't sure if | wanted to see him 
"Jason, open the door!" Thank fucking god, that was Lars’ voice.. 
"Maybe he's not even there? And of course Kirk was with him 
"Well where the fuck else could he be? We searched everywhere. 


| quickly got up, threw on the first clothes | could find and went to the door. When | opened it they both looked 


relieved, 


Lars quickly got back into his band manager mode. "Fucking finally! Were you still in bed? You guys are 


unbelievable, we have to be on the plane in like thirty minutes!" 
"Sorry, | didn't get much sleep tonight and overslept.’ 
Kirk chuckled and knowing what he thought about just made me feel even more depressed. 


"Yeah, | wonder why.. We already saw James this morning, he seemed exhausted as hell and barely spoke to us. 


You should just stay with him next time, he's usually in a way better mood when you do’ 
| looked down in an attempt to avoid his eyes. "Yeah, probably.” 

There was a brief pause. "Dude, are you alright?" 

"Im fine, it's just that | didn't sleep very well. 

Kirk and Lars glanced at each other. 

"Right... Your eyes are red because you didn't sleep very well too?" 


| thought about it for a second. What did | have to lose? They would find out anyway and it would only get 


more unnecessarily dramatic the longer | kept it a secret. 


"I found James getting a blowjob from a groupie yesterday after the show" They just looked at me with 
shocked expressions. | guess there's not much to say in situations like this one. "We weren't really "together", 


so | guess you couldn't really call it a betrayal, but still.” 


Without even saying a word, which was unusual for him, Lars marched right past Kirk towards the door on 


my left. Towards James’ door. Shit.. 


| stepped out of my room, so | could see him. "Lars, don't! Whatever you want to say will make no difference, 


what's done is done." 


"Who says that | want to talk with that motherfucker?" His voice was pissed off. He opened the door that 


James apparently didn't bother to lock and went into his room. 


Me and Kirk didn't move at first. Then we heard an audible punch followed by a quiet groan and practically ran 
there. This will not end well.. 


We came in and saw Lars and James standing in front of each other. James was holding his hand over his jaw. 


Lars was small, but he was a drummer, so | imagine that there was a lot of strength in his punch. 


"What the fuck do you think you're doing?" 


"What am | doing?! You must be fucking kidding me! What did Jason ever do to you? Can't you see that he 
fucking loves you, you moron? And you're fucking around with some random bitch backstage! What the fuck is 


wrong with you?!" He fucking loves you.. That rang in my head over and over again. Did |? 


James didn't answer. He looked away from Lars and noticed that | was standing there. He started walking my 


way. 
"Jason, please just ..." 

This time it was Kirk who stepped in. "Stay away from him. Don't you think that you've done enough damage?" 
"Just let me fucking tell him what happened! That's all I'm asking for." 

Kirk looked at me. | nodded and he stepped away. | wanted to know why.. James immediately came up to me. He 
put one of his hands on my cheek and the other one on my shoulder. | couldn't help, but flinch slightly. The 
sight of that same hand on the girl's shoulder came to my mind. 

Sadness flashed in his eyes when he felt my reaction, but he didn't move his hands away. Instead he started 
slowly stroking my cheek with his thumb. It was kind of unusual for him to show any kind of affection towards 
me around other people. 

"Please listen to me, ok?" His voice was quiet and gentle. | didn't respond and he took it as a sign to continue. 
"What happened there was a terrible mistake. | was really drunk and somehow ended up alone in our dressing 
room with that girl. Out of fucking nowhere she got on her knees and started doing.. What you saw her doing 


when you came in" 


"Why didn't you stop her?" James looked a bit surprised after hearing my question | guess he didn't really 


expect me to speak to him. 
"I tried tol | really did at first, but she got my jeans down and then |." 
"Then you changed your mind." 


"Nol | just... It felt good and | hesitated for some fucking reason. | was drunk and my fucking brain wasn't 


working.” 


| looked at his eyes. They seemed sincere, but how the fuck was | supposed to know.. Yes, he was drunk, but 
that didn't excuse what he did. James is a big guy, he could've easily pushed her away if he wanted to. But he 
didn't and that's what hurt the most. It was his choice. 


"Is that all that you wanted to say?" 


"Yeah.. | suppose. Jason, you have to understand." He stepped closer to me and softly pressed his lips to mine 
for like a second. | could hear Kirk quietly gasping. Now that | thought about it, they've never really seen us 
kissing before. James pulled away and looked at me. "Please.. | didn't know what | was doing and l'm a fucking 
asshole, | admit it. Can we just forget that this ever happened?" 


| really wanted to say yes. | wanted to throw my arms around him, kiss him and just pretend that nothing 
ever happened. It would've been so easy to just forget this whole thing. But | couldn't. 


"No.." | gently took his wrists and pulled his hands away from me. 


| could see Lars standing with a grim expression and Kirk looking away completely in the back of the room. 
James didn't move. He just looked at me and | noticed that his eyes got shiny, like they were about to fill with 
tears. | didn't wait for that to happen and just walked out. 


Back at my room | sat down on the edge of the bed and ran my hands across my face. Why the fuck did this 
have to happen? Everything was going so well, | was happy, | thought that James was happy too.. And now it 


was all over. 


Kirk and Lars followed me into my room. Lars sat down next to me and put his hand over my shoulders. Kirk 
was the first one to speak. 


"You did the right thing you know.." | looked up at him surprised. Wasn't he the one who desperately tried to 
get us together? "If what he did really hurt you so much, you shouldn't just pretend that nothing ever 
happened and move on. But... If it makes you feel any better, you should probably know that he was telling the 
truth about that girl." 


"How do you know?" 


"We were there drinking with James and this other guy. That girl was all over Lars, but we left and | suppose 


James was her next target" | felt somewhat relieved that not everything James said was a lie. 


"Yeah, so maybe she was trying to sleep with someone from the band. That doesn't change the fact that 
James actually went along with it. You said that she was all over Lars, but he didn't cheat on you with her." 
Kirk's eyes got wide and | felt Lars' hand tense on my shoulders. 


"What? No it's.. | mean we're not.. Why would you think that? It's really not." Despite how | felt at that 


moment, | couldn't help but smile at Kirk's attempts to explain himself. 


"Come on man, the only way you two could be more obvious is if you actually got married on stage during a 


show." 


Kirk was still panicking, but Lars just chuckled by my side. "How long have you known about us?" 


"| don't know. | noticed a few things here and there and at some point it just became pretty obvious. I'm happy 
for you guys." The last part came out kind of sad even though | didn't mean it to sound that way. 


Lars patted me on the back. "You'll get through this, everything's gonna be fine." It was bullshit and he knew it. 
"Yeah, | guess." There was a moment of silence. "Hey, aren't we late for a flight?" 


"lts a private plane, who gives a shit. It's not like it can take off without us." Woah, who was this person and 
what did he do to Lars? "But it would be pretty good if you packed and we could get going." There we go, 
that's better. 


The guys helped me with packing and we were soon ready to go to the airport. Kirk volunteered to go and tell 
James that its time to leave. They both came out of the hotel and got into the car that was supposed to get 
us to the airport. James was wearing sunglasses, but it wasn't sunny outside, so it was probably to hide his 


eyes. 


The fact that what | did made him cry created this uneasy feeling in my stomach and | had to remind myself 


why | did it. Because he wouldn't feel the same if this situation was reversed. He wouldn't care. 


There was a week left until the next show. We weren't supposed to work during it, but we'll probably have a 
few recording sessions anyway. Then its back to our usual schedule. Except there won't be anything usual 


about not being with James. 


Chapter [5 


Author's Notes: 
Well, here we go, my original draft for this story ends here. Oh, and smut warning! Enjoy! James' PON. 


The second that Jason walked out of my hotel room, | knew that | had to get him back. | just fucking had to. l.. 


cared a lot about him. 


Having him around made me calmer, | didn't have to act tough or angry, he chose to be with me for who | 
was. | fucking needed that and now | felt lonely as shit. What happened after that show was the biggest fucking 
mistake I've ever done in my life and | needed to fix it. My only problem was that | had no idea how to do it. 


It's been a week since then and Jason was avoiding me at all costs. We had a few recording sessions even 
though they weren't on our schedule and during them he didn't speak to me or even look at me if it wasn't 


absolutely necessary. 


He would answer me with a few words if | asked him something about work, but ignored me otherwise. | didn't 
really get a chance to talk about anything else though, because Lars and Kirk were acting like freaking guard 
dogs. 


On one hand | was glad that they picked Jason's side. | was the one who screwed up and | didn't want Jason to 
feel lonely or uncomfortable in this entire situation. On the other hand they seriously needed to fuck off. 


Being at home without him was painful too. The house felt empty, cold and too fucking silent. Its not like Jason 
spent every night here when we were together (yes, together..), but back then | knew that he'll be here the 


next day and it somehow made the entire experience less agonizing. Now | didn't have that. 


You know what | did have? Alcohol. And it was flowing free in this house. Each day ended with me getting drunk 
and picking up an acoustic guitar to write down some sappy-ass lyrics. Most of it was garbage, but | did come 


up with this one song that sounded pretty good to me even when | was sober. 


Our show was tomorrow and | had an idea. A wonderfully terrible idea that could backfire. It will probably 
backfire, but | didn't know what else to do. He'll just reject me again and then l'll.. drink myself to death or 
some shit like that. Thats what I've been doing for the past week anyway. 


The next day | woke up on time and even skipped my usual routine of rolling around in bed and hating the 
entire universe for existing. | was too nervous for that. What | was planning to do could either fix or 


completely fuck up everything. 


| got to the venue right on time for the rehearsal. | would usually get there earlier, but walking around and 


feeling Lars and Kirk's suspicious looks on my back if | even got close to Jason didn't sound very fun. 


The process was basically the same as usual, but a lot more quiet. We wordlessly rehearsed our set-list, 


wordlessly went to wait for the show to begin and wordlessly went on stage. 


It wasn't hard to pretend like everything was fine in front of the audience. We've played these songs on stage 


a million times before, | basically turned on autopilot and did what | would always do during shows. 


Finally we got to the end. | announced the album, we played the last song and the crowd completely lost their 
shit. The guys were already going towards the front of the stage to say goodbye, but | didn't move away from 


my microphone. 


"Hey motherfuckers, what if | told you that there's another new song for you tonight?" People started 
cheering while Jason, Lars and Kirk turned around and gave me confused looks. "It's a bit on the slower side, 


but I'm pretty sure that you'll like it!" 


| grabbed my acoustic guitar and went back to the microphone. The rest of the guys still had no idea what the 
hell was going on, but they still stepped back, giving me the spotlight. From the corner of my eye | could see 
my sound technician practically having a heart attack because he didn't know what | was doing and wasn't 


ready for it. 


First of all.. | wanna dedicate this song to a really fucking special person in my life. That person is here tonight 
and.. | know that you can hear me even if you don't want to. I'm so fucking sorry.. For everything that you 
ever had to go through because of me and especially for that specific incident. And | just want to say that.. 
I." It was hard to say it, but there was really no other way to describe what | felt for him and | wanted him 


to know it. "I love you." 


| could hear some girls going "Aww!" in the audience. What the fuck was happening to me, | was making people 


go "Awwl".. Fucking unacceptable. 


It was hard not look at Jason while saying all of those things. | wanted to look at his eyes and see his reaction, 
but | couldn't. Not because | was afraid of all these people in front of us, | didn't give a shit about that. | just 
didn't want to put him in a position where he had to accept my apology, because the crowd was screaming for 


him to do it. | took a few deep breaths and started playing. 


So close, no matter how far 
Couldn't be much more from the heart 
Forever trusting who we are 


And nothing else matters. 


Never opened myself this way 
Life is ours, we live it our way 


All these words | don't just say 


And nothing else matters. 


This time | did briefly glance at Jason, trying to make it look as casual as possible. He was standing calmly and 
didn't let any emotions show on his face, but | could see his eyes getting shiny. | didn't want to make him cry, 
but | really needed him to hear and understand how | felt. 


Trust | seek and | find in you 
Every day for us something new 
Open mind for a different view 


And nothing else matters... 


| sang the rest of the song, pouring my fucking soul into it. People seemed to like it, they pulled out their 
lighters and started singing along to parts that were repeated a few times. 


| finished the song and the crowd erupted into cheering and applause. | put my guitar down and finally looked at 
Jason. He was looking at me too. | couldn't read his expression, but he didn't seem angry or sad, more like 


thoughtful which was already a step into the right direction. 


They all came up to me. Kirk gave me a slight smile and Lars patted me on the shoulder. Jason just firmly 
looked ahead. We all stood in a line, said goodbye and went backstage. 


As soon as we were out of the crowd's sight Jason turned around to look at me and | stopped in front of him. 
Lars and Kirk looked back at us as they were walking away. Kirk gave me thumbs up and | almost rolled my 
eyes. 


"James we..." 


"need to talk? Yeah, thats what I've been trying to tell you." | smirked and he gave me a smile in response. | 


took it as a small victory, but then his face got serious again 
"Did you mean it?" 


| stepped closer to him, gently wiped off a tear that has escaped his eye and pulled him into a hug. He didn't 
flinch or pull away and that gave me a little bit of hope. 


‘| love you.."! could feel him putting his arms around me too. "I love you so fucking much... Please forgive me, | 


can't fucking be without you anymore.” It felt amazing to finally say it out loud. 


Jason was silent for a second. He was now leaning his head against my shoulder. "When | saw you with her... It 


hurt so fucking badly. | won't be able to just forget about it, it will take time.. But.. | love you too." 


| pulled away slightly and looked at him. His eyes were still a little teary, but he was giving me a hesitant smile. 
He loved me.. After all the shitty things I've done to him he still loved me. To say that | didn't deserve this 


would be an understatement. l'm not saying that | felt any warm and fuzzy feelings in my heart or some 


bullshit like that, but.. It felt nice. 


My first instinct wasn't even to kiss him. It was to hug him tighter and press his body to mine as hard as | 
could. Almost like if | didn't hold him strong enough, I'd lose him again. 


Jason laughed. "You know, | could use this thing called oxygen.” 
| loosened my hands a little bit and smiled at him. "Sorry..." 


Then | finally leaned down and gently kissed him. | didn't try to deepen the kiss and just enjoyed the moment, so 


Jason took initiative. Soon we were basically making out right outside the stage. 


| didn't even give a fuck about the fact that there were people walking around us, | would've knocked any of 


them out if they tried to interrupt us. Jason was with me again and everyone else could go fuck themselves. 
He eventually pulled away. "Maybe we should take this somewhere more private?" 


| took him by his hand and started walking towards the first empty place that came to my mind- a storage 
room stacked with spare amps, guitars and other shit like that. No one will go there after the show. People 
were giving us weird looks when we walked by holding hands. | just smirked, because | realized that | didn't give 


a slightest shit. 


We walked in there and | closed the door behind us. Then | took Jason into my arms again and urgently kissed 
him. He tugged my t-shirt up and | briefly broke our kiss to take it off. Jason did the same and our lips 
connected again. His hands were instantly on my chest, running over my muscles. | pulled away slightly and 
started undoing his jeans. 


"| missed you..” 

Jason looked at me with lust filled eyes. He stepped closer and whispered into my ear. 

"| know, | missed you too. But you can have me now...” 

| let out something between a groan and a growl and pushed him backwards against the nearest wall, claiming 
his lips again. His jeans were already undone, so | just tugged them lower, freeing his erection | wrapped my 
fingers around it, causing him to throw his head back and moan. Fuck, he looked hot.. 

| took this opportunity to started kissing down his neck, sucking once in a while and leaving marks that showed 
that he was mine. Call me possessive if you want to, | don't give a shit, he was mine. Jason's moans got louder. 


He kissed me again, reached out his hand and started rubbing the bulge in my jeans. It took some self-control 


not to come right at that moment. 


| let go of Jason's dick, quickly undid my own jeans and pulled them down. Then | put my hands on his waist and 
turned him around, so he was now facing the wall. He put his hands on it for support and thrust his hips 
backwards, making his ass collide with my already throbbing erection. He was really determined to make me 
come prematurely, wasn't he? 

One of my hands found its way around him and started stroking his dick again. With my other hand | started 
getting him ready for what's to come (Get it? What's to COME? Hehe...) Jason soon started rocking his hips, 
trying to make me go faster. 

"James, please..." 

| didn't need to be asked twice. | quickly removed my fingers and positioned myself in front of his opening, using 
my own spit that had to do as lube beforehand As soon as | pushed into him, | could tell that | won't be able 
to last long, he was so fucking tight.. | started pumping my hand around his dick faster and fucking him at the 
same time. Some major multitasking skills right there. 

The noises that he made as | pounded into him were fucking unbelievable. | felt my orgasm approaching and my 


thrust got deeper and harder, trying to make him come first. Finally | felt his muscles tensing and he 
practically yelled my name as he went over the edge. 


| kept thrusting and Jason lazily ran his hand through my hair, kissing me on the cheek. 


"Come on James, just let go.." | couldn't hold back any longer and came inside of him, stifling a loud groan into 
the crook of his neck. 


We stood there breathing heavily for a while. | could feel Jason's muscles slightly trembling, so | hugged my 
arms around him. In part to give Jason some support and in part because he was so goddamn warm and soft. 


He leaned his head back to rest on my shoulder. 


One thought kept running through my head. | didn't want him to leave me ever again. | didn't give a fuck if that 


made me gay, bi or whatever. 

"Jason. | want to be with you. Screw all that "not a couple" bullshit, move into my house and stay with me." 
"You mean like your boyfriend?" 

| closed my eyes. Jesus, what a hideous fucking word.. 

"Yeah, like my boyfriend." 

He turned around in my hands and planted a light kiss on my lips. 


"| would love that." | couldn't hold in a smile when he said that. 


Jason smiled too, but then his smile turned into a smirk. "Are you sure though? You write some pretty good 
music when I'm not around... 


| chuckled. "You're a fucking dick, did you know that?" 
"l'm just saying.." He leaned in and kissed me one more time. 


God, | loved this dork.. We finally let go of each other and put our clothes back on. When we walked out of the 
storage room, a few stagehands gave us funny looks. That room wasn't exactly soundproof and we weren't 


exactly trying to be quiet, so.. Yeah. Our relationship became a very, VERY public secret. 


But | didn't care. If | had to choose between people not thinking that I'm gay or having Jason by my side, | 


would choose Jason. 


On our way to the car he casually mentioned that we should include that song | wrote on the new album. That 
reminded me that we still had a shit-ton of work at the studio ahead of us. | could practically already feel how 
exhausting that will be, but at that moment it didn't matter. | was going home with the man that | loved. 


